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"TELLING STORIES. . .» 

by Joe Paradin 


The GAY ALTERNATIVE once had a trademark 
— a balloon, with a lambda on it — and it float- 
ed high in the air, above the city or above a 
drawing, above a cover, above anything it 
appeared with. It was meant to embody the 
feeling behind the magazine. An airborne feel- 
ing that, like a balloon, defies gravity, ris- 
ing up lightly and freely. 

But then, in a fit of graphic renovation, 
the balloon went. (I guess we wanted a clean- 
er, more modern look.) But the feeling, the 
rising and levelling movement, happily stayed. 

It must have, because in reading through this 
issue, we were all startled to notice it again, 
this time in story form. Even though we hadn't 
planned to look for stories that are wise and 
bold in living gay color (which would have been 
hopelessly naive on our part) this precisely 
seems to be what we. came up with. But the 
most astounding thing about this gathering is 
that each experienced tale in this issue refuses 
to stay put on the printed page. Most stories 
lie down and rest in print, easily read and 
digested, boxed and buried. But these five 

have a flying feeling of movement to them that 
keeps them very alive. 

TIHAILEY 'S COMET, for example, a story 
that creeps around the page, jumping from epi- 
sode to thought to pure feeling and back again. 

It assumes a facade of complete indifference 
and repose, one moment, only to jump up and 
scatter perspective the next. It's a living 
story that covers so many different corners of 
its characters and touches each with feline 
grace briefly and quietly. 

TALES OF THE STICKY FINGERS OF MISS TRACEY 
BRAZZI describes itself similarly — with quick 
strokes. A lounge-lizard story, it doesn't 
stay put either; it darts up and nudges each of 
its many targets with sudden deft. The scena- 
r ip is slightly familiar and faded around the 
edges, but it is spoken with a crazy lizard- 
grin, a laugh rather than a point of view, 
preening and turning a mirror self-consciously 
to reflect its own poses. It is a perfect 
blend of intensity and languor. 

THE GUTTMAN ORDINARY SCALE is like a dragon- 
fly, threatening but without malice. It's so 
complexly verbal, highly polished, a sophisti- 
cated playlet that might dismay the scientif ic 
or sober-minded but which, we know, is benignly 
mad — a whirlwind farce, fast and pretty and, in 
certain light, like just before the blackout, 
just before the play escapes, beautiful. 

A fine, elevated good-nature keeps FROM 
AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY moving — bounding, jumping up 
and demanding recognition. A domestic story, 
we thought that this one, at least, would set- 
tle down into comfortable print. It doesn't 
though. It merely looks familiar. But the 
feeling of the story rules its form and domi- 
nates the reader's response and emerges in the 
characters as curiosity, eagerness to find out 
about onesself. The story's feeling then is 
elevated and energetic; each turn of the nar- 
rative is a suprise. 


Rising and levelling, THE HIDEOUS BEAST 
lurks at the end of the magazine. Deceptively 
quiet, it sneaks up while you're not looking 
and terrorizes you. We were uncertain about 
its lineage, afraid it had grown too fat from 
feeding on pages and pages of the grim homosex- 
ual stories of the dark past. Times when gay 
fiction was not just inert, but dead and en- 
balmed before it rolled into print. But no, 
the BEAST defiantly springs a carefully chosen 
word here and there that explodes on each page 
and flings the story far beyond anything done 
before. Watch for it; it rises with the others, 
talking about things new to us, animated and 
frightening, moving. 

This issue of the ALTERNATIVE is not a con- 
tainer, a box stuffed with fiction. These 
stories are "different" only in that they're 
alive with feeling and movement, too elusive 
and rare to be exhibited or presented in any 
formal way. And so we haven't; instead, we've 
released them, like balloons. Be high with us. 


The GAY ALTERNATIVE collective: Jeffrey 
Escoffier; Chuck Goldfarb; Matthew Grande; Ed 
Hermance (Treasurer); DuMont Howard; Phil 
Laird; Harry Langhorne? Joe McGlone (Layout/ 
Design); Steve Mirman; Thom Nickels; Joe 
Paradin (Coordinator) ; Dan Sherbo; Bob 
Stewart; John Wiles. 


The GAY ALTERNATIVE is inordinately hap- 
py to announce its receipt of a supporting 
grant from the Coordinating Council Of Liter- 
ary Magazines, The award is to be used for 
general printing costs and as we operate on a 
very non-profit basis, this pledge of finan- 
cial support is both sorely needed and most 
welcome. We hope now to be able to stop wor- 
rying about money for maybe a day or two and 
instead worry about ways to improve the form 
and content of the magazine to better showcase 
the work of the growing gay community. 

But here's the catch: the total grant is 
for $900, but only half of that comes from the 
government; the other $450 must be matched in 
contributions from our readers, our community, 
ourselves — anybody who cares enough about the 
ALTERNATIVE to help. The psychology behind a 
matching grant is to prove to the Council that 
we have the energy and support among ourselves 
to warrant outside assistance. We don't see 
a cent of the grant until we can demonstrate 
this support through contributions and match 
the award. We think we can. Do you? 

If you do, let us know. Any donations 
should be accompanied by a note stating that 
the contribution is intended for use in match- 
ing the grant from the Council. Thank you. 
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the GAYZETTE and MAIN LINE TIMES, 
and has co-edited LETTERS FROM A 
YOUNG ACTOR, to be published by Carl- 
ton Press in 1975* 


Jimmy no longer had to run away to New 
York to smoke dope in 25$ photomatic machines. 

He could knock on my door and be invited inside 
to listen to the Moody Blues--his favorite-- 
and then casually suggest if we could smoke. 

Smoke, of course, was a big thing with him, as 
it was with everyone I knew that year. But I was 
tiring of it; around Jummy it made me too roman- 
tically aggressive, and I was afraid of "pull- 
ing" too strongly, for Jimmy was pulled easily 
when stoned, having once been a Hare Krishna 
monk who'd pale at the head monk's instructions 
to go up to people in the street and force a 
stick of incense on them. 

Our conversation was filled with long gaps 
of silence that could not be filled. When I was 
with Jimmy I saw myself with the older men I 
used to attach myself to. Marvelous conversa- 
tionalists who could always "steer" a conversa- 
tion into new "areas" of talk. With Jimmy, I 
got a chance to steer, one night actually digging 
into an old folder of manuscripts I had and pull- 
ing out some pages entitled "My Religious Auto- 
biography." Jimmy offered to read them, and in 
his stoned condition, the stories, though writ- 
ten as serious tracts, sounded quite ridiculous. 

The silent gaps came and went. Pretty soon 
Jimmy was adept at steering things himself. 

He would suggest walks, and during those autumn 
days it was nice to walk through Cambridge, go- 
ing by the old stores and buying pipe tobacco 
and then going into cafeterias and sitting down 
and looking at the glass windows. Jimmy, his 
white hair and blond skin and army boots laced 
up over his ankles, smoking, not saying a word, 
but suggesting maybe, a walk over to a frat 
house. . . 

"...A frat house I" I'd say... 
where he wanted to play Chopin on a piano there, 
which he did, not a soul in the lobby of the 
house, it being the Thanksgiving holiday. Watch- 
ing him play, he told me of the times he'd come 
here as a tot and sit on the same piano stool to 
play for frat members. "Every Saturday," he 
said, and I thought it sounded rather sad, be- 
cause it was as though Jimmy had used these prac- 
tice sessions as an escape hatch leading out of 
the alcoholic "control realm" of his father. 

* * 

Jimmy was standing alone in Harvard Square 
the night I met him. He was on the subway island, 
staring into traffic. I had seen him before, 


namely on the porch of our apartment building, 
reading a book by Alan Watts and looking very 
depressed. It had been a strain for him to say 
hello to me when I greeted him. He had his 
army boots on, plus a severe case of acne- 
something which I sympathized with, since, 
having been the syringe and gauze victim of der- 
matologists myself, I knew how bulbous acne could 
force one into a sluggish depression. 

Acne victims learn to rise above their 
skin, however, as did Jimmy the night I went up 
to him in Harvard Square and re-introduced my- 
self. He was very glad to see a familiar face, 
and responded with enthusiasm when I suggested 
we go back to my apartment and smoke "to ashes" 
a hashish cube I had. 

We smoked in the living room, watching Ti- 
hailey, the cat, breath in the smoke and loll on 
her side. 

Afterwards, we sat and talked. The lights 
were on, but Jimmy was in no hurry to leave. 

Soon the sound of rattling keys and the peculiar 
'thud' of the rear door entrance to the apart- 
ment brought Chip into the living room. Chip 
looked wide-eyed at Jimmy; Jimmy smiled. I in- 
troduced them formally, though Chip had seen 
Jimmy on the porch of the house about the same 
time I did. 

"Glad to see you again," said Chip. "Have 
you two been smoking?" 

* * 

I met Chip in a bar one Saturday night. I 
had gone out, not to cruise, but to sit and be 
idle and take the evening as it came. Across 
from me sat a guy in wire-frame glasses, nursing 
a beer and keeping perfectly still. Every so 
often his glasses would relfect the ceiling 
lights, so it was hard to tell whether he was 
looking at me or engaging in some kind of trans- 
cendental meditation. I considered it. It 
took a few beers to get us to smile at one an- 
other, and to hurry Chip along in his decision to 
come and sit next to me. 

"I have a friend who owns an apple orchard," 
said Chip, his arm around my waist, his pronounci- 
ation of 'apple' lingering in my mind because he 
said it as if pronouncing it in the juice of an 
apple he had actually swallowed. "Tomorrow I'm 
going to pick...," 

Later, we stumbled .into the apartment. It 
was not neat, by any means, but littered with 
buckets, pails and S.O.S. pads. Chip turned the 
kitchen light on. "See there," he said, point- 
ing to a pure white refrigerator and stove. "It 
took me four hours just to clean them...." The 
air was heavy with disinfectant. A skinny kitten 
scampered across the room. 

At 5PM, Jimmy would leave the apartment and 
go down to his own place for dinner. That was 
when Chip returned home from work, so sometimes 
they'd meet and have a short talk in the hall. 
Entering the apartment, Chip would look to see 
if I had done the little things he'd list in 
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notes he wrote when he got up mornings. Peel 
three potatoes, three onions, and buy a cucumber. 
"What did you do today?" Chip would then ask, 
kissing me on the lips but giving me the old 
Mother Superior stare that suggested that no 
matter what I had done, I should have done some- 
thing else. 

"I wrote," I said, "Then I went to the 
Harvard pool for a swim. " 

"Wonderful," he said, "Can I read what you 
wrote?" 

I went into my little writing cubicle and 
brought out a three-page manuscript. It was a 

half-story about a failed relationship with a 
woman. I read it. 

"I didn't understand some of it," Chip said 
when I had finished. 

I looked at the manuscript. "What didn't 
you understand?" 

"I'll tell you while you peel me three 
more carrots," he said. 

* * 


he hoped a girl he knows would be hanging out. I 

sounded casual — "Oh:" — and watched him from my 

chair, standing in the center of the room, now on 

his haunches playing with the cat. I noticed 

his acne was almost gone, "I might stop back 

if I don't get back too late," he said. I said 

that I would probably be up, and asked him one 

more time if he was sure about leaving. Chip 
hung up. 

"Bob's invited me to dinner tomorrow night. 

He said to bring my Frank Sinatra record for we're 

not going to be able to see much on account of 
the candlelight. . . " 

I followed Jimmy to the back door. He 
fooled with . Tihailey along the way, holding her 
aloft and giving her severe ferris wheel plunges 
until she bit him. 

Jimmy didn't return. I waited up for him, 
watching an old late show movie. Then I went to 
bed, suppressing a desire to walk to the Square 
in hopes of finding him. I slept with my back 
to Chip, who woke earlier than me, and who was 
gone when I opened my eyes to Tihailey, who 
rested where Chip had been. 


One night, out of money, we had horsemeat. 
Chip had chopped it up into inconspicuous cubes 
and included it in a stew. He waited until I was 
finished before he said what we had eaten. I 
gagged. "Will we have horse meat tomorrow?" 

I wanted to know. "The leftovers," Chip said," 
but I'll make you a batch of cornbread to hide 
some of the flavor." 

After dinner, Jimmy would come back to the 
apartment, and the three of us would talk. 

"...Who is Alan Watts?" Chip would say, 
and Jimmy would explain, going over to the book- 
shelf and getting his books. "Listen to this.,., 
Jimmy would read, "...." 

"I’m going to bed," said Chip finally, 
stroking Tihailey. 

Meanwhile, Jimmy prepared to light another 
pipe. He mentioned walking to Harvard Square. 
"Are you coming?" Chip asked, lifting the Indian 
blanket we had draped over the bedroom doorway. 

"I don’t know," I said, "Maybe a walk would do 
me good, I really feel stoned." Jimmy inhaled 
and held his breath; his green eyes sparkled, 
he exhaled as his whole body slouched down in 
the chair, his corduroy trousers rising above 
his boot tops and revealing his hairless legs. 
"Let's sit here awhile," I said. "Goodnight," 
said Chip, disappearing behind the blanket... 

" EEEErggh ! You little bitch!" Out came 
the cat from behind the blanket, scampering like 
a pathetic rat to the kitchen where she knew lots 
of hiding places . 

"Jesus 1 " said Jimmy. "Here Tihailey, here 
Tihailey . . . . " 

I went into the bedroom. The phone rang. 
Jimmy answered it. "It's for you, Chip," he 
said, sticking his head through the Indian 
blanket. Chip collected himself, unraveled the 
sheets from around him and made his way to the 
phone. Tihailey appeared on the edge of the bed, 
gnawing at the top quilt. 

It was Chip's friend, Bob, who had been 
calling a lot lately and whom Chip mentioned a 
couple of times in connection with an invitation 
to dinner. Bob lived on Beacon Hill, was a 
gourmet cook, and was, as far as I could tell, 
now officially making the dinner invitation. 

"He wants me," Chip would say, "but I'm hedging 
because I don't know what that would mean...." 

" . . .And you too I " came Chip ' s voice from the 
telephone, "What? Do I? Emmmmmmm: " 

I went into the living room, sat down while 
Jimmy got up and put on his jacket. I asked him 
where he was going. He said to the Square where 



YOUNG WRITER WILL HOUSEKEEP FOR ROOM/RENT. 

So ran my ad in the underground press when I 

— 22 c. I c oe out of a job in four months time. 

The hospital was not renewing my alternative ser- ' 
vice contract. A number of reasons were cited 
cor the termination : you go home without checking 
fitst with the head nurse, you disappear frequent- 
ly. I didn't argue. I pictured myself cooking 
for a small family who ' d keep me in their attic 
t. room. A very fashionable-sounding lady did call, 
who, as it turned out, had to check with her 
husband before she could employ a live-in house- 
keeper. "Can you handle a ten year old child?" 

she said, "Volley ball, sidewalk baseball, frisbee 
on the lawn? " 

I never took the job because Chip invited 
me to come live with him. Three weeks after our 
first meeting he was helping me move. We went out 
and bought burlap curtains, a Japanese paper 
lantern, lamps, a stereo, records, books, post- 
ers of Huey Newton and Walt Whitman. Later, we 
celebrated the move over dinner in an Italian 
restaurant. Chip drinking Old Fashioneds. 

One night, after a walk through Cambridge, 

Chip and I made our way up the stairs in the 
foyer of our apartment building, when Chip spotted 
a note tucked inside the crack of our door. "What's 

this?" he said, unfolding it, then quickly handing 
it to me. "It's for you..." 

I WAS HERE AT 8 O'CLOCK I LOOK FOR YOU I MUST 
SEE YOU--RAUL . 

"I read it," said Chip. 

"He's a friend of mine; He's from South 
America and I'm one of his few American friends. 

I met him just before I met you. 

"And he's coming back?" asked Chip. 

"He’s really persistent; he'll be back." 

★ * 


"Have you had sex with Jimmy?" Chip asked 
me point blank one night, the lasagna thick on 
his fork and held in mid— air while I prepared 
to answer, "Have you?" I asked him, thinking 
of the time I had left the two of them alone 
for two days with a cube of hash a friend had 
given me. "We got stoned one night and undressed 
and held each other, but nothing happened," Chip 
said, "Well," I said, afraid to recount in de- 
tail what I thought were wonderful experiments 
on the sexual stage, "We did it." "I don’t know 
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what you see in him," Chip said, "he's not even 


cute, really, and he's not even gay 


II 


"He's 


not a Rosicrucian, either, Chip!" I said. 

"Don't get smart," said Chip. "Do you think I 
shouldn't have sex with him?" I asked. "His 
parents live right downstairs," Chip said; "he's 
only seventeen, and you know what kind of a man 
his father is. . . . We have to live here, remem- 
ber that ! " 

Jimmy, stoned again, had put the stereo 
headphones on and was moving his head to the 
secret music. Tihailey hopped about his legs 
as he caressed and cuddled her to his under- 
shirt. "Chashaw! " he said, moving his hands 
into her as if they were crashing jet planes, 
"Chashaw! Chashaw!" The light was fading 


in the room. Somebody in the building was cooking but I want to meet him. 


followed. "Want to hear an incredible symphony?" 
asked Jimmy, "...that'll remind you of an orgasm?" 
"No," said Chip, "I already know what an orgasm 
sounds like." "Ahh, Chip!" Jimmy said, looking 
at me, "Shall I play it anyway and liven you up? 
...Do you want to get stoned?" 

"Listen to that!" said Jimmy, the record 
on its merry, uphill climb to crescendo, "You 
can almost taste the sweetness!" 

Chip handed me a note as he brought 
cantaloupes to the refrigerator. It was 
same handwriting as the other one. 

I BE HERE WENSDAY AT 8 O'CLOCK PLEASE BE 
HERE — RAUL 

"I want to meet him," Chip said. "I'll 
let you two have the apartment to yourselves, 
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a roast. Through the burlap curtains a few fall- 
ing leaves could be seen. 

Suddenly, Jimmy took off the headphones. 
"Wow," he said, turning around, "I got this 
police radio in the middle of Hendrix, a voice 
saying '66987 St. Tall St. right away. ♦, burn- 
ing bush...!' Wow!" He put the phones back on, 
lying on his back and taking Tihailey in both 
hands up in the air as far as his arms could 
reach. He brought her down to his chest, 
clasped her to his belly and then shot her 
straight up again, where she hung as loose as a 
wash and dry exhibit, her gold eyes mesmerized 
from the smoke and the motion. 

"You're going to make her sick," I said. 

"Not Tihailey," said Jimmy, raising his 
voice to a pitch, "Not Tihailey!" 

Without warning, Tihailey scampered into 
the kitchen. The headphones fell over Jimmy's 
face as he sat up. "She bit me 
"God!" He got up to scout her out. 
eyes could be seen under the bureau 
had covered with a cloth to suit the kitchen. 

She extended one paw out as if to defend her- 
self. Jimmy knelt down and stu 
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at her. She lept at it and ran across the 


hall 
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and back into the living room. "Geese, 
said, stung into slow motion because of the 
dope. Tihailey attacked the bookshelves, cling- 
ing to a large volume six feet above the ground. 
She lost her grip and fell over backwards. She 
ran into Jimmy's legs as he walked in from the 
'kitchen. 

"Now I got you, you little monster 

"Lock her in the cubicle," I said, 

"You want to go into the cubicle, 
said Jimmy. "In the cubicle? Ah, not Tihai 

Tihailey was limber again, letting 
squeeze and fold her legs up around her abdomen. 
She open and shut her eyes and purred contentedl 
as he brought her over to the sofa bed. 

Stretched out on her back, she let Jimmy perform 
a massage operation. She rolled over, Jimmy's 
hand going over the full length of her body. 

"Cat's are sexy, don't you think?" said 
Jimmy. "Tihailey turns me on. Just look how 
sleek she is, and the way she moves...." 

"Yeah , " I said . 

"Hey," he said, "do you mind if I play 
that Schubert symphony that sounds so much like 
an orgasm?" 

"Well, I was going to write a letter this 
afternoon— um, I guess it's night now--but, well 
sure; the record is in the case." 

Chip entered through the rear door. The 
sound of packages and keys, and Chip's familiar 
exasperating "Ah," brought Tihailey into the 
kitchen-- "Get down!" said Chip, "Oww!" Jimmy 
stood mute with the record album, unable to make 
a decision about playing it. "Who's out there?" 
asked Chip. Jimmy went into the kitchen; I 
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Jimmy’s mother telephoned Chip and asked 
he'd mind driving Jimmy to the airport. Chip 
that he didn't mind at all, that Jimmy had said 
something similar to that a while back. On Wed- 
nesday morning, Jimmy appeared at the apartment 
with two duffle bags; dressed in army greens, 
he looked a little ridiculous after two weeks 
of lounging around in dungarees and talking 
revolution, pot, Alan Watts and Hare Krishna. 

His acne had acted up again, and he had the 
same sleepy-eyed look as when Chip and I first 
met him. 

"Let me see you, turn around," said Chip. 

"If you get a knock on your door late one 
night, it’s me running away," Jimmy said, taking 
the coffee I handed him. "Or I'll go to New 
York again. ..." 

"Don’t you dare go AWOL!" said Chip, 

"think of the trouble you’d be in." 

We piled into Chip's MG, barely making it 
with the duffle bags. The ride was tight; I 
was crushed against the door, with my arm around 
Jimmy. We passed the cafeterias and the tobacco 
stores of Harvard Square. Chip sped over the 
Charles River. "I'll tell them I'm a Communist 
before I'll go to Vietnam," said Jimmy. "Shut 
up and enjoy the ride," said Chip. 

The three of us stood in line at the ticket 
counter. Jimmy straightened his hat and bent 
over to pick up his duffle bags. The khaki uni- 
form hid the shape of his body. 

We headed for the runway. A group of sol- 
diers clowned and shoved their way towards us. 

"I'll go on alone now," he said, "Luxury 
Vietnam Airlines is down this way." 

Jimmy shook our hands, and we let him go. 


if 
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Chip was dressed and ready to leave for 
another shopping spree when there was a small 
knock on our door. "That's him," I said, "Get 
it," said Chip, "he's your friend." I opened 
the door. "Hi Raul," I said, and Raul laughed, 
following me into the kitchen, carrying a paper 
bag filled with fruit no doubt, for that was 
his habit, always bringing bananas and oranges. 
"This is Chip," I said, pointing to a silent 
figure in the corner of the room ladened down in 
mustache wax and one of my heavy sweaters. 
"Hellooo , " said Chip, "I've heard a lot about 
you." Raul laughed. He was wearing too much 
cologne, as usual. "Well," said Chip, "I have 
some errands to do so I'll leave you two ... This 
is Tihailey," he added. The cat managed a polite 
meow. "She’s a bitch most of the time," said 
Chip. 

Chip had left, Raul said, "You live 
huh? He's nice." I shook my head, 
him to the living room. "Do vou want 
to some music?" I asked. "What kind 


When 
with him, 
beckoning 
to listen 
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of music?" said Raul, I said I didn't know, and 
sat on the edge of the sofa bed. Raul opened 
the paper bag and took out three long bananas . 
"You wan some bananas?" he asked. I peeled one 
and ate it, forgetting to thank him. "I bring 
you fruit all the time... you don wan fruit any- 
more? I apologized. "Do you want to smoke 

Raul?" I said. I never smoke grass be- 
said Raul, "...." 

We passed the square pipe back and forth, 

Raul going through the novice ' s coughs and chokes 

"No more," he said. I extinguished the pipe. 

Raul stood up, pretended to yawn, bringing both 

hands to his shoulders where he started to caress 

himself. I went over to him. We embraced, 

Raul leading me backwards in the direction of 
the bedroom. 

"You don wan to make love?" Raul said, 
lying naked on the bed. "I want to Raul, but 
some reason. . . " Raul gazed at me. X made 
an attempt to straddle him, then laid on top of 
him and finally rolling off. "Here!" I said, 

sn idea. X put a towel on my head, tie— 
ing it under my chin. I mimicked a Spanish mama. 
In Spanish I cried for my white house and my 
los ninos. Then I was an Arab chief tan, with 
the towel bandaged across my forehead. "El burro 
y los ninos es mucho bonito en El Camino Real." 

Raul howled. I put the towel on him. "Bonita, 
bonita," I cried. 

Raul discovered Chip's boy magazines under 
the bed. We flipped through them, one by one. 
Raul admired certain boys, "Look at him!" he'd 
say, holding the photograph aloft. With others 
he was scornful. "I would never do that!" he'd 
say, referring to a boy who chose to pose nude 
while stepping out of his milk delivery truck. 


The phone rang. It was Chip. 

"Has he left yet?" came the hopeful voice. 
"No," I said. 

"I’ll call again in a half hour," said 

Chip. 

"What's this?" said Raul after a long si- 
lence, picking up a white envelope that had top- 
pled down on him from a shelf above the bed. 

He opened it, as I suggested, then quickly flunq 
it aside. 

• "It's hair!" X said, reopening the envelope, 

taking out the thick tufts of white hair that 

magically stuck together. "It goes like this " 

and I proceeded to show him the style of the Hare 
Krishna pony tail. He was horrified. Then I 
cnanted the Krishna chant. 

"Who's hair?" he asked. 

"A friend's," I said. 

"Put it away," 

"Does it really scare you?" I asked. 

Tihailey jumped on the bed and began snif- 
fing Raul. "I'm allergic!" he said in perfect 
English, sitting up and holding Tihailey at arm's 
length. Tihailey got down and went to the sofa 

bed. I fingered the disgarded underpants among 
the blankets and magazines. 

" What time will Chip come?" asked Raul. 

"In a half hour," I said, pacing myself 

with Raul's little movements towards our pile of 
clothes. 

Look!" said Raul, "I can see you live with 
Chip, and so now I think I will not come again 
for a long time, maybe never..,." 

I flinched; I was not expecting this. 

"...So you eat the las banana an I will get 
dressed. ..." 

It sounded like a good idea. 
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by John C. Mitzel 


Cflhc 


Sticky Fin 


John G. Mitzel has had stories published 
in MANIFEST DESTINY, FAG RAG and THE 
PHOENIX. He has also written a vol- 
ume of poems under the name "Bunny 
LaRue" and has co-authored MYRA AND 
GORE, a critical appraisal of Gore 
Vidal . His most recent book is an 
appreciative biography of John Horne 
Bums (all available from Manifest 
Destiny Books, P.O.Box 57 » Dorchester, 
Mass. 02124). He hopes to include 
"Tales of the Sticky Fingers of Miss 
Tracey Brazzi"- in his forthcoming SOME 
SHORT STORIES ABOUT NASTY PE0FLE~I 
DON'T LIKE. 


When Tracey became a quean, she learned the 
ropes pretty fast. She knew the competition 
was thick and tough. She had to follow up on 
some pretty strong acts. Behold I She came to 
the unavoidable conclusion that no other quean 
in her right mind--not to mention tricks & 
numbers & gorgeous hunks--would want to associate 
with this little, uninteresting vapid shell of 
nothing unless she could make her stock rise. 

She resolved then and there to transform herself 
into a Powerful, Interesting Quean, to have and 
know everything, and always place herself in 
between what any person wanted to know and her 
means of getting at it. She vowed she'd profit 
from every exchange. Not being creative herself, 
there was no other way to hack it. In lay talk, 
she was going to become an expropriator, a thief, 
a conniver, a chiseler, an obstructionist, a 
plotter, a slanderer, etc. --and so far it's 
working like a charm. 


To Be Or Not To Be was not the question 
for our brazen little heroine, Miss Tracey 
Brazzi; it was more a matter of To Have Or Have 
Not. 

But, alas, we can't even write an opening 
sentence about this slimy fish without plageriz- 
ing somebody ! & ain’t it fitting! Theft for her 
is the greatest form of homage, and homage is 
just another item to clip. 

Tracey's whole life to date is a mere com- 
pilation of stuff she's lifted from others. 

She goes through life as though she's covered 
with an invisible adhesive surface, staggering 
to brush up against everything within range. 

She's the final bent aberration of the accumu- 
lative urge of the capitalist-protestant ethic. 

If, indeed, as some fabulous famous foreigner 
once remarked to somebody sometime, "Property 
is Theft," then Miss Tracey Brazzi is the rich- 

town; and behind every trinket, collect 
ure and scrap is a tale of criminal 
Or, to quote another prominent source, 
Empress Quean of Boston, Carlotta, 
who once leaned over to me at the opera and 
whispered behind her fan: "Tracey's bad med- 
icine . " 


est gal in 
able, trea 
intrigue . 
the wicked 


Let's start with me: 

When Tracey--whose policy it is to call 
every quean she knows in the vast Boston-Cam- 
bridge Quean Network every day--extracted from 
me the info that I was about to complete my 
first volume of poetry, she asked to see the 


completed manuscript 


"No dice, Tracey. I'm 


just about to rush it off to the printer," I 
said hoping to put her off. "I'll be right 
over," she snapped. She marched right down to 
my apartment and seized it while I was fussing 
with the lasagna. She scurried out the door and 
didn't tell me until after she had safely 
squirreled it home. "Tracey! You thief! You 
bring those poems back here right this minute!" 

"In a couple of days, dear. After I get a 
chance to read them," 

The following night in the bar, the Quean 
Network was alive with this item: "Bunny! I 
hear that you and Tracey are bringing out a 
volume of poetry together. Sounds fabulous! 

I think it's just wonderful. Just goes to 
show you that despite what people say, we queans 
can work together. Tracey promised me a free 
signed autographed copy--if it’s OK by you. It 
is OK, isn't it? " 

Tracey, of course, had no honest intention 
of returning anything except on her terms, which 
in this case was to get equal credit for writing 
my volume of verse. Incroyable, non? I called 
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her once more and gave her one last chance to 
return the manuscript, or else I'd never speak 
to her again. Her line then was: 

"Oh, Bunny. It was just awful. I was on 
the subway, reading your poems, and they're just 
great, honey, real talent, and this fire broke 
out in the tunnel — you remember reading about it 
in the papers, don't you?--and this number be- 
hind me panicked, and Bunny, you know what panic 
can do to a person, and he jumped all over me 
and I dropped your poems and then somebody pushed 
us out of the car into the dark and smoky — and 
smelly! — tunnel, and I ruined, absolutely ruined 
a new pair of clogs--cost me 24.95--and I guess 
your MS got burnt up, and I'm so, so sorry but 
it was an accident and such things do happen...." 

Sure they do, Tracey, but not to you. 'Cause 
if everything you said had happened to you had in 
fact happened to your shameless little bod, “you'd 
be a natural to understudy Job. Each succeeding 
story gets further out: 

"...got home late, forgot to feed the dog, 
and he got mad and must have chewed your things 

up .... " 

"...must have fallen in the toilet,..." 

"...some Yemeni trick must have stolen it 
from the check counter while I was at the exclu- 
sive, invitation-only Third World Tea at 
Harvard. ..." 

"...was in a horrible car crash last week and 
it got lost in the wreck...." 

"...a bunch of UFOs terrorized our street 
last night while I was fixing dinner and I guess 
I dropped it in the stew. ..." 

Anyway, I rewrote the poems with great dif- 
ficulty from memory and using a few sketchy 
notes I had around. I rushed them to the print- 
er. Told Tracey to fuck off with her sticky 
fingers. Book was published: DAWN OF DARKNESS: 
Poems By Bunny LaRue, Available for $3.95 & 35$ 
for handling and postage from Wide Door Press, 
Bucks County Corner, Pa. 

Next bulletin I hear from Tele-A-Quean Net- 
work is: "Have you heard? Bunny LaRue was working 
on a book with Miss Tracey, each doing half the 
work, but Bunny decided to steal credit for the 
whole thing herself and she isn't allowing 
Tracey to get any of the rewards for all the 
hard work she's done. It's terrible, a terri- 
ble reflection on how some queans operate, and 
it's unfair, and all us friends of Miss Tracey 
are going to ban together and boycott Bunny's 
book of poems when it hits the stands. Tell your 
friends ! " 


And Tracey queaned it up like a bereaved 
widow for about a week, getting lots of free 
drinks at bars ail over town, other queans giv- 
ing her old junk jewelry to "comfort" in her 
"loss." 'Course I was thought to be less than 
shit for that same time and didn't dare show my 
face to the world, which was an odd reversal on 
how things should have been. After all, I was 
the number who wrote the fucking poems in“the 
first place! How's that for justice? But you 
get an idea how Tracey plays her cards. 

* 

Since she failed co get her name on the 
cover of my book, she had to move elsewhere to 
fulfill this obsession. She went right to the 
top. She sucked up to the Empress Carol tta. 

One thing Tracey doesn't lack is brazenness; 
Carlotta, of whom most queans are terrified! 
Carlotta, who's broken Mafia bar owners, editors, 
dress designers, and fashion photographers. No 
one gets ahead in the Boston Quean Network with- 
out the nod from her. I guess Tracey figured 
she shouldn't have bothered with nobodies like 
me; she might as well risk being refused at the 
top. And if by some bent chance, Carlotta 
agreed, then what a triumph for Tracey B! She'd 
get her name on the cover of a book and fulfill 
her lifelong dream since she became a quean! 

It wasn't a real book by my definition. 
Carlotta had simply decided to bestow on her 
legions her collected epigrams, famous dishing 
lines, notes on tearooms, old fashioned tips, 
recipes, telephone numbers and fading photos of 
old tricks. Tracey went to Carlotta and promised 
that if she, Carlotta, let Tracey do an "intro- 
duction" to the book, then she, Tracey, would 
handle the "business angle"--which turned out 
to mean that Tracey pulled in all her lOUs and 
coerced and/or blackmailed and/or cajoled every 
member of the Quean Network to order at least 
one copy. Had guaranteed orders for 1,500 before 
publication--and that within two square miles! 

(As a highlight on this, I should point out that 
Tracey comes within a shadow's width of being an 
out-and-out extortionist. Once I overheard her 
talking to some new young thing at the bar. 

This young thing was on the verge of throwing 
herself into all aspects of life in the Quean 
Network. Tracey was, apparently, a little low 
on the long green that evening, so she's tellinq 
this New Face that she won't be able to do any- 
thing with other queans unless she forma 1 1 y sig n s 
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up and pays dues in The Quean Club. "Everybody 
has a membership card and pays monthly dues," sez 
lying Tracey. "It's the only way to get to do 
all those fabulous things we all want to do. 
Without The Quean Network Club, I wouldn’t be 
where I am today I If you don't join up and pay 
dues, you'll never meet nice tricks, never get 
invited to quean dances, drag balls, bingo games, 
buffets and raffles. You won't be allowed to set 
foot in Provincetown or Fire Island. You'll be 
as dead as last year's dress in the Quean Scene, 
and that would be such a shame because you're 
such a bright, pretty young thing. Why not join 
up right now? Since I was elected Quean Club 
Treasurer at our last Executive Council meeting, 
I'm duly authorized to collect dues and issue 
membership cards. It's five dollars a month-- 
that's right, you can give it to me right now-- 
and in the future just send me cash, never checks, 
each month on the 15th and I'll send you a new 
card and a list of all upcoming Quean Scene ac- 
tivities." New Face forked over a fiver? Tracey 
pocketed the cash and went out on the town.) 

But good heavens! My digressions are longer 
than Tracey's "introduction.” She slaved a month 
over the effort and was sure to keep the quean 
grapevine well lubricated with "progress reports." 
In the final draft it was 350 words long, a 
junky series of random reflections on Carlotta's 
contributions to Quean Life in the Hub, and 
most of it was direct quotes from C.’s own text. 

To this day I still suspect that Tracey taped 
some offhand comments of Miss Trixie Montclaire-- 
a "political " -type quean friend of the Empress's 
--and merely transcribed it and then called it 
her own. Tracey's been lifting from Trixie for 
years . 

* 

When the book — a flimsy paperback whose 
pages fell out if you opened it too far--final- 
ly rolled off the presses and passed into the 
powdery hands of every quean in town, Tracey 
was all set for interviews and guest spots on 
TV. The chatter from her end of the line was: 
"...upcoming lunch with my agent..." "...sen- 
sational New York appearances in expensive 
gowns..." "...expected $10,000 royalties on 
resale..." "...awaiting a front page review in 
the TIMES Sunday book section..." "...Empress 
and I thinking in terms of a sequel..." 

Dream on, Miss Tracey Brazzi. Everyone 
hated the book, of course, and resented having 
to buy it--could have bought a daiquiri 
instead--but no one dared say a word in public 
for fear of the revenge Carlotta alone or in 
combo with Tracey might wreak. 

"Well, when we wrote our book.,.." 

"As a well-known author I...." 

"Not wanting to fatigue my precious liter- 
ary gifts on mere journalism...." 

We'll never hear the end of this until the 
Empress Carlotta realizes she's being exploited 
by her underling and sees to it that Tracey is 
pulled up on the rug. I'd give away a year of 
my hormone shots just to peek through the key- 
hole on that scene! 

* 

I remember the days when Tracey was first 
trying out her act as a pilferer. That was 
back when we were still holding our Quean 
Kaffeeklatsches every week. This group was only 
open to your more intellectual-type queans, 
and it was run by Miss Char lotte-- this was four 
years ago before Charlotte became the uncontest- 


ed Empress and renamed herself Carlotta. How 
Tracey ever gained entree into this select 
group beats me, but so it happened. Charlotte, 
Miss Timmi — The Leather Quean with the "hair 
problem" --and I would write comprehensive pa- 
pers on pressing quean concerns and offer them 
to this group for discussion. Right off, 

Tracey volunteered to duplicate these monographs 
on her home mimeo machine (to distribute with- 
in the group, for Quean Archives, etc.) That 
was fine with us — until we found out what the 
bitch was doing! She was running off different 
cover sheets for two different audiences: one 
for local consumption which was an exact fac- 
simile of the one we gave her, and another for 
out-of-town readers on which Tracey elevated 
herself from mere secretarial help to co-author 
of each and every Position Paper. For example, 
it was what she did to my controversial piece 
that brought the scandal out in the open. "An 
Historical Overview of Boston Dress Patterns, 
1776-1945, by Bunny LaRue and Tracey Brazzi, 
Presented to the Boston Quean Kaffeeklatsch 
April 22, 1971." Tracey was sending out free- 
bie copies of these important and original 
monographs to all the big-cheese queans in the 
realm. Pretty stupid of her; many of these 
mighty queans are friends of mine, and in cor- 
respondence one commented how much she liked 
the piece Tracey and I had done on dress pat- 
terns. I wrote back saying: "What?" She sent 
me the cover sheet, I took that sheet along with 
me to confront Tracey with her miscreant activ- 
ities at a combined meeting of the GAYOLA! staff 
which Miss Charlotte was and still is Quean of) 
and the Queans Kaffeeklatsch. Tracey weathered 
my accusations and evidence without batting an 
eye. She then defended herself: "I just thought 
that since I do so much work in all these groups 
I should get a little bit of the credit." 

Her claque rallied round. Miss Tina 
whimpered: "Tracey has to do all that cranking 

of the mimeo, and changing all those messy, 
inky stencils. Not to mention collating and 
stapling . " 

"That's right!" 

"Well, let her list herself thus: Mimeo- 
Cranking, Changing of Inky Stencils and Col- 
lating by Miss Tracey Brazzi, She can even 
give her measurements and phone numbers. I 
don't care. It just seems to me that she has 
no right to list herself as co-author of any 
Position Paper when she didn't write one word 
of it! " 

"Don't be so straight-laced, Bunny," said 
Tina. "If that's what Tracey wants, and she 
does deserve something for all she does, are 
you alone going to sit here and tell her she 
can't have it?" 

"That's not the point!" I snapped, at 
which juncture Tracey fled the meeting and 
beat a path to the bathroom where she bawled for 
about fifteen minutes. So under enormous un- 
spoken pressure to relinquish my "selfish" 
position--aren ' t queans great for sympathizing 
with poor, victimized things?--Tracey Brazzi was 
thenceforth and forever allowed to be designated 
as official co-author of everything any member 
of the group wrote. I was furious, of course, 
since I wrote most of that group's Position 
Papers. I sent a sharp memo to Carlotta, but 
she made it quite clear that she wanted me to 
continue grinding out these works. "It makes 
us look that much smarter than those awful New 
York Queans," she said. Anyway, Tracey minced 
it up in her new career as the non-writing co- 
author. You should have seen her at that sum- 
mer's East Coast All-Quean Conference (held 
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Barbara Kirby 


yearly in Provincetown on the anniversary of 
Judy Garland's death). She positively gloated. 

When I was writing some o; the most significant 
contributions to modern Quean Literature and 

Theory...." "Bunny helped me in small, minor 
ways — grammar's always been my weak point, as 
with so many geniuses — but the ideas were al- 
ways mine, the spirit of the pieces, and of 
course the invaluable research: all mine " 

When I told Tracey that I was going to put 
out the truth of the matter, she said: "I'm 
going to kill you," and she attacked me with a 
nail file. It only made a small flesh wound, 
but my dear! Talk about biting the hand that 
feeds you! Then she felt so rotten she had to 
take sedatives for a month — and blamed me! She's 
a sickie, all right. Tracey, who can barely 
write her name without misspelling, struts 
around linking herself with Dickens, Dostoevski 
and Dreiser! "Bunny's just a junior partner in 
this great enterprise" — I actually heard her say 
this. She bedded more bright young tricks at 
the Conference with this "Tracey-as-f amous- 
quean-writer " ruse than did even The Empress 
Carlotta, whose whole raison d'etre is to never 
let a dick or an ass pass her by without making 
some violation. Tracey's M.O., it turned out, 
was far more successful. 

★ 


The Celebrated Pinched Nerve Episode: 

The law finally caught up with Miss Tracey. 

After years of her theiving, both public 
and private — she finally got hauled into court. 
She was charged with shoplifting the following 
items: 78 hardbound novels, 13 miniature sculpt- 
ures ‘rom Newbury Street galleries, three gross 
golf balls, a dozen expensive color-plate art 
books, a rare manuscript from a college library, 
six pounds of truffles, and a novelty gift con- 
sisting of the complete works of Edgar Allen 
Poe printed in reduced type on a roll of toi- 
let paper. Total retail value: $3,287.63. 

Tracey was arraigned, screaming: "I didn't 

do it! I've never stolen anything! I'm inno- 
cent!" 

She retained counsel, a recent law school 
grad who Tracey found out was some sort of clo- 
set quean and then blackmailed into a free de- 
fense threatening to otherwise expose him and 
ruining his budding career before it even got 
started. (I'm not so sure his defense of 
Tracey helped him all that much anyway.) 

Tracey, as everybody knows, has been stealing 
whatever her heart fixes on for eons. Her cup- 
boards at home are all jammed full of stuff 
she's clipped. But she demanded a jury trial, 
certain she could intimidate them, cry, do all 
her numbers and be "vindicated." 

First day of the trial, T. Brazzi shows 
up in Court in a neck brace, face wires, in a 
wheelchair , looking delicate and pale— —a terri- 
fic make-up job. Tracey's counsel threw her- 
self on the mercy of the Court. "As you can 
see, Your Honor, my client is practically in- 
capacitated. The terrible stress and strain 
of having to undergo the unfair burden of these 
charges has been an ordeal that has taken its 

toll. As a result, Tracey’s pinched a nerve 
in the neck. " 

The District Attorney — who had chosen to 
prosecute this case personally — jumped to his 
feet on cue. "Your Honor! Does Counsel mean 
to inform this Court that on top of all the 
State's accusations against the defendant, he 
himself is volunteering the information that 
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his own client has actually pinched a nerve? 

I ask for an immediate directed verdict!" The 
jury roared like a vaudeville audience, Tracey 
turned scarlet — in anger, not embarrassment — 
bolted from her wheelchair and scurried like 
a rat out of the Courtroom and to the soda 
machine where she put in a slug to get a free 
Coke . 

P.S,: Tracey was finally tried. She argued 
her innocence till she was out of breath. She 
reduced one librarian, a shop clerk and a bank 

teller to tears in her testimony. Several 
counts against her were dropped — simply out of 
admiration for her brazen per sistence--and T.B. 
got off with a suspended sentence and a $500 
fine, which she got her terrified lawyer to 
pay. I think she actually would have opted to 
serve her time behind bars except that Miss 
Trixie Montclaire — who's been in prison count- 
less times on "political" charges (like blowing 
14-year-old Trade) — told her that there wasn't 
much for a quean like her to pinch behind bars. 
Might have done her good anyway: give her a 
chance to read ail those books she's stolen 
over these years and never cracked. 

* 


Several months ago, a propos nothing-- 
except that Miss Kay, our leading quean poet- 
ess made a fuss over the late Charles Olson at 
some tired quean poetry reading--Tracey borrowed 
some quean's car, with a full tank of gas, 
natch, and drove up to Gloucester to spend two 
days alone. Since Kay had done her tribute to 
Olson, Tracey had been busy stealing whatever 
materials she could find on that great man: 
copping library books, filching letters from 
Kay's flat, even lifting a rare first edition 
of the Empress Carlotta's personal copy of 
MAYAN LETTERS. She went up to Gloucester "to 
be where the Master was" and to understand 
Olson better. (At least it was easier than 
reading all those books.) Tracey's always 
been a great one to soak up what's now general- 
ly referred to as "ambience." She rates res- 
taurants not on food or service, but by their 
"ambience." Younger queans flip, think Tracey's 
better than Baedeker. But that's Tracey for 
you, always once removed from essentials. She's 
only interested in surfaces. In the future, 
whenever Miss Kay and Co. chat of C. Olson, 
Tracey--who won’t know one poem from another-- 
will be able to control the conversation by 
blabbing of Olson's "native ambience." See how 
she gets a leg up? Since Tracey's life is fo- 
cused on the once-removed, she's far more ob- 
sessed with the stuff of a writer's life than 
with his work. She wants to know them as 
people , just folks. Nobel Prize winners, or 
penny-a-word hacks: they're all the same to 
her. Her first question is: "Does he make his 
coffee with a Silex?" And her second question 
--to herself, of course--is : "Can I get my name 
on the cover of one of his books." 

Anyway, before straying too far, we've got 
famous Tracey Brazzi strolling the beach in 
Gloucester barefoot, her pantsuit trousers 
rolled, big sunglasses, ogling the hunky boat- 
men as they sail past. But she interrupts this 
communing with Olson's ambience to run to a 
pay phone and give me a call. 

"Bunny? I thought I’d just call and tell 
you something very important. I want you to 
put it as the lead item in the next GAYOLA! 
newsletter, maybe even also send it in as a 
squib in the Quean Network Gazette since you're 


fast chums with that fat dyke who handles the 
announcements. " 

"Yeah, hit me with it." 

"Well, as I've been walking these beaches 
heavy as they are with the memories of History 
and tales of poets and sailing men of countless 
generations of hearty New England stock...." 

"Sure. I know that line. Cut the crap, T., 
and just lay it open." 

"... it occured to me that among all the 
GAYOLA! staffers and possibly even among all the 
queans in Boston's quean scene, I'm the only one 
who possesses a Truly Tragic Vision." She hung 
up. What ? Where could she have pinched that 
notion? Miss Tracey: Tragic Visionary! Too, 
too wonderful! Tragedy involves loss , doesn't 
it? Tracey's trip through Life is led by the 
three Gs: * Greed, Grab, and Gain! 

* 

The Queans of Boston (Q.O.B. ) --this town's 
quean's civil rights action group--put on an 
All-Quean Fashion Extravaganza to raise funds, 
and Tracey literally "stole the show." She 
weaseled her way into the production as a "Fash- 
ion Advisor," using as reference, of course, 
her "credentials" of expertise gained as "co- 
author" of the highly-respected Queans Kaffee- 
klatsch Position Paper on dress patterns, our 
sensational photo album of gowns, hair styles 
and accessories. She was designated as "co- 
ordinator of Personnel" which she used as a 
smokescreen to bring in all her lackies. She 
didn't actually do any of the work on the show, 
just fed into the Tel-A-Quean Rumor Network 
stories about long hours, elbow grease, great 
teamspirit, etc. What she did do was manage to 
sneak the most fabulous gown in the show for her 
own: a truly unique Second Empire silk affair 
with a cross-stiched bodice, low neckline, and 
just tons of fabric swirled and caught in bunch- 
es aside the bustle in the back. She also 
copped a three-foot hairpiece that featured 
strands of pearls looped through it. She stood 
on a 12-inch platform — wobbling uneasily high 
up--at the door to the show, and all her cla- 
quers, dressed in matching bridesmaids sheaths, 
lined up behind her. She greeted folks (who 
had shelled out seven bucks for this evening) 
as they entered. "Hello. I'm Miss Tracey 
Brazzi and welcome to our gala show. One of 
these lovely queans will show you to your ta- 
ble." Someone whispered to me that she thought 
Tracey looked like a scarecrow with delusions 
of grandeur on a bender. And the clincher is 
that Tracey isn't even officially a member of 
The Queans Of Boston! 

Next week Tracey's got her photo on the 
cover of the Quean Network Gazette, with the 
caption reading: "Miss Tracey Brazzi does hon- 
ors of welcoming throngs to jam-packed fashion 
gala." Tracey's was the only name mentioned 
in connection with the show. (Actually, Miss 
Aylene was named too but that's because she was 
picketing the pageant, protesting that it was 
oppressive to dumpy, aging ex-radical quean con- 
verts who don't even know their dress size-- 

I'd say Aylene ' s a hefty size 18. Not much of 
a gripe to stand on to these days. What's her 
beef? The Empress Carlotta, who's no looker 
from any angle, came in an old rag of a mu-mu 
and she had a ball! But leave it to that tacky 
twosome--Tracey and Aylene--to be the ones to 
get their names in the papers.) 

* 
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Have I told you that Tracey has a new job? 
It just came over the ticker. 

She used to work for a Collection Agency. 
("If you don't pay, we'll take it away" read 
their letterhead.) Tracey worked in the repos- 
session division; she did telephone work. It 
was her job to call people up and bully them 
over the phone, telling them that it was their 
last chance to pay up or else "the boys" would 
come round in the dark of night and take back 
their car, motorcycle, swimming pool, home im- 
provements, family jewels, college educations, 
what have you. You can well imagine that Tracey 
found great personal satisfaction in her line 
of work; leaving the office long after sunset 
licking her lips, wet dreams at the thought of 
the company she worked for repossessing all 
those things which meant so much to so many 
people. Their loss and misery was her gain! 

But at the GAYOLAI staff meetings, where the 
"in" thing is to be a completely ditzy left- 
winger and pretend you just hate money, you 
should get an earful of Tracey's carefully-por- 
tioned crocodile tears; "You queans don't know 
how I hate having to work for a company that's 
only interested in money ! " The sniveling little 
hypocrite! She loves every thieving minute! 

Anyway, Tracey gave up all this happiness 
for a new job in a Clipping Service! It's now 
her job to pore through hundreds of newspapers, 
magazines, books, TV transcripts and clip those 
items which mention the Company's many clients 
which include politicians, film stars, business- 
men, Society Ladies, academics, and celebrities 
in many professions. Tracey's ecstatic! She 
dearly loves her work. She’s got the informa- 
tion of the world at her fingertips daily, and 
Top-Cat folks are crying out to her to let them 
know what the world sez of them. This is "work" 
she'd be doing anyway. It was a masterful 
stroke of typecasting. She can barely be re- 
strained from working a 16 -hour day, seven days 
a week. She wants it all! Tracey Brazzi: The 
Lady In The Business Suit who will be continu- 
ally content as long as there is more poop to 
dig up on somebody. No minor poet, no lesser 
name, no has-been fading star is too insignifi- 
cant for her twitching feline's nose. She'll 
follow a stray item until she's built a file. 

The Sleuth In A Slip, The Dick In A Dither, The 
Gumshoe In A Girdle, Sherlock Holmes In Heels 
And A Pinkie Ring in crazed pursuit! 

* 


And now, finally, on a personal note, I'd 

like to share with you an intimate observation 
of mine. 

There's something about Miss Tracey that 
absolutely stinks of being a survivor, and there 
is nothing I can do about it. It's rancid, 
makes me ill. Unlike any other thing I know in 
the Boston-Cambridge Quean Network, Tracey will 
survive till old age, and god knows what she 
will do with our legends once she's got custody 
of them. Since she has nothing more going for 
her, she's got to maintain a firm connection 
with the material world; she wants to prove that 
she's "better" than all the more brilliant and 
talented queans by sheer chronological longev- 
ity. Trust that it will be Tracey who'll even 
take Father Tiij^e for a ride, flirt and coo, lift 
his wallet and cheat him out of a few years! 
Amongst all the queans I'm writing about, only 
Tracey will live long enough to become some sort 
of Grand Dame of Queansville and be able to tell 
stories about her Life And Times with all her 


fabulous and successful Quean Friends in the 
Good Old Days to young tricks as they sit ga- 
thered about her rocker and she pulling a knit- 
ted shawl around her skinny legs. Hear her now 
"Have I ever told you about the time that the 
Empress Carlotta, Bunny LaRue and 1^ sat down to- 
gether to write the definitive and much-needed 
HISTORY OF QUEANS? It was a proclaimed project. 
Government grants, a full research staff. For- 
sooth, the project fell dormant mid-way. Both 
Carlotta & Bunny tragically passed on within a 
few days of one another. The Empress choked to 
death while trying to blow an entire university 
football team at halftime festivities. And 
Bunny, alas Bunny, with whom I wrote so many im- 
portant books, threw herself under the wheels of 
a subway train as it pulled into Maverick Sta- 
tion in East Boston. What she was doing over 
there god alone knows, but it was a pitiful 
loss especially since she was wearing that fab- 
ulous Balenciaga ball gown original which got 
ground to pieces. I'll never forgive her that. 
You'd think she could have at least worn a copy 
if she was planning to check out that way. Wha t 
happened to all her important books and manu- 
scripts? Well, since I was her closest and most 
long-lasting friend, I named myself her Literary 
Executor and I plan to maintain to the fullest 
her high literary reputation. But you can see 
how empty my life is at this time, and how heavy 
my burden of responsibility. I alone am left 
from among that unique group to complete this 
truly important book. I am the only one left 

alive who remembers the facts of the matter as 

they actually occurred, and it has been entrust- 
ed to me by Fate to write the History of that 
era." At which point she turns her head to let 
a hideous grin part her wrinkled lips, unseen" 
by her audience. 

* 

"How can I leave this alone? It's my life. 

"I read all the papers. I follow the high- 
lights of fortunes in the daily columns. I know 
the incredible vagaries of careers. I know what 
these filthy liars are saying about me behind 
my back so that they can get ahead of me. Know 
what they really are? Skinny boys pretending 
glamour in their bug-infested rented rooms, 
tanking up on booze, waiting for a drunken stu- 
por to fall on them so they can summon up the 
courage to call local reporters after midnight 
to spread falsehoods about yours truly. 

"These days I can't step outside my house 
but some fashion reporter from the 'Living' sec- 
tion of this city's local rag rushes me from 
the hedge and questions my taste in hose, attri- 
buting charges to my 'friends.' Is there any- 
thing they won't say? Is there anyone now I can 
count on? 

"I've even seen them as paying customers 
in back rows of movie theatres during feature- 
et tes , wearing their knit halter tops, hot pants 
and platform shoes as they whisper the latest 
rumor affecting my social and professional fut- 
ures. They don’t care; it's just words to them. 
But I know who they take their direct orders 
from. One person and one person only. 

"Subway car grafitti links my name in paint 
romantically with numbers with Hispanic names 
I've never even heard of. Is this cruelty? 

Worst of all, an anonymous telephone caller 
told me at dusk that I wou s.d really be happier 
on drugs in Los Angeles! They've said it over 
and over, I know, but it's true: she reaches 
out in strange and wonderous ways." 
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DR. OATES' office. Typical clinical 
setting, except backstage left, a 
portable film screen and, on the other 
side of the room, a 16mm. slide pro- 
jector. DR. OATES, a nondescript 
middle-aged man, is at the door saying 
goodbye to a young man, ALLAN BOTS . 

OATES: You have all your instructions straight, 
Mr. Bots? 

ALLAN: Yes, I think so. 

OATES (severely): Are you sure? We can't afford 

errors. 

ALLAN : Yes. 


OATES: The stilboestrol? 

(ALLAN reaches in his pocket and pulls 
out a small container of pills.) 

ALLAN: Uh-huh. Right here. 

OATES: One every six hours. If the vomiting 

becomes severe, shift for 24 hours to the 

emetine hydrochloride. Then to renew vomit- 
ing, two dessert-spoonfuls of mustard in a 
tumbler of warm water. 

ALLAN: Got it. 

(OATES notices ALLAN looking at his 
crotch. ) 

OATES: Is the stain-gauge comfortable? 

ALLAN (shy) : Yeah, kind of. 

OATES (annoyed) : Miss Fisher placed it snugly 

on the shaft. You must keep your hands off 


ALLAN: I haven't touched it I 

OATES: Then what is. the trouble? 

ALLAN (embarassed) : Well, I mean ... maybe it 

shows . . . 

OATES (haughty) : The mercury stain-gauge, Mr. 

Bots, was designed by the Physics Depart- 
ment . 

ALLAN: Oh. 

OATES: The rubber tubing is so fine-bore that 

only your manipulations can produce visi- 
bility. 

ALLAN (intimidated): Sorry. It feels embarrassing. 

OATES (patronizing): I understand. You'll adjust. 

'Ushering him out the door) Now then ... 
one week from today, the same time. 
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ALLAN (hesitating): ... uh ... Dr. Oates ... 

there ' s one other thing I ... 

OATES: Yes? 

ALLAN: Well, it's uh ... 

OATES: Come, come, speak up. It's important to 

express your feelings. That’s the only way 
to guarantee value-free procedure. 

ALLAN: I was hoping I could collect part of the 

fee now. 

OATES (severely) : The fee is paid at the com- 
pletion of the experiment. That's stated 
explicitly in your contract. 

ALLAN: Wow, I'm really hurting, man. 

OATES (looking at ALLAN'S crotch): Let's not be 

histrionic, Bots. It throws off the M fac- 
tor . 

ALLAN: The university's raised the library fee, 

and it's due this week. 

OATES: We can't make exceptions. 

ALLAN: But I am an exception. You said yourself 

ephebophiliacs are hard to find. 

OATES: In combination with vagina dentata. 

ALLAN (upset): The university's going to get my 

ass. And my library card. And my M factor. 

(Disgruntled, ALLAN starts to leave.) 

OATES (relenting): Bots. Just a moment ... sit 
down . 


(OATES goes over to his desk and pushes 
a button. A FEMALE VOICE comes over 
the intercom. ) 

FEMALE VOICE: Yes, Dr, Oates? 

OATES: Please come in, Miss Fisher. 

(To ALLAN) 

I consider this unethical behavior on your 
part. However, we'll let it pass this once. 

(MISS FISHER, a dumpy, middle-aged 
woman, enters the office.) 

MISS FISHER: Yes, doctor? 

OATES: Miss Fisher-- 

MISS FISHER (super-efficient) : — Yes, Dr. Oates! 

OATES: --give Mr. Bots his first payment of 

twenty-five dollars. 

MISS FISHER: In cash ? 

OATES: Yes. 

(To ALLAN) 

Let's not make a habit of this, Bots. 

ALLAN: No, sir. (Slyly) No habits, I promise. 

Thanks very much, sir. See you next week. 

(Exits) 

(MISS FISHER starts to follow him 

out . ) 


OATES; Miss Fisher! 

(SHE comes back) 

Show in the next volunteer. Miss Fisher. 

MISS FISHER: Yes, doctor. 

(Calling off-stage) 

The doctor is ready for you, Mr. Cole. 

(JIM COLE, a pleasant-looking young 
man, enters the office. HE's affable 
and expansive. 

DR. OATES goes forward to greet him.) 

OATES (offering his hand): How do you do, Mr. 
Cole. 

JIM: How are ya? 

(MISS FISHER exits, closing the door 
behind her.) 

OATES: Hope we didn't keep you waiting too long. 
JIM: Oh, that's awright. I got a free day. 

OATES: No classes at the university, eh? 

JIM: Huh? Oh yeah — the university. 

OATES: You are a student here? 

JIM: Sure, that's right. Saw your ad in the 
Tigertone. Sounds like a good deal. I'm 
into all this, you know what I mean? 

OATES ; No . 

JIM: I'm into what you people are doing. 

(Boastful smile) 

I turn on real easy. 

OATES: That may not be a virtue — scientifi- 
cally speaking. To study the physiological 

concomitants of sexual behavior, one needs 
objective indicators. 

JIM: You just wait and see. 

w 

OATES; On the other hand, we're not interested 

in patients with impaired potency. 

JIM: That's got a lovely sound. 

OATES: I beg your pardon? 

JIM (savouring the words): "Patients with im- 
paired potency." It's music. 

OATES: Not to the patients. 

(Goes over to his desk) 

Miss Fisher took the preliminary informa- 
tion? 

JIM: She's not very pretty. 

OATES: Miss Fisher is a neutral indicator. Your 
response to her is within the normal range. 

JIM: I like older women. But I don't think she’s 

pure of her type. 

OATES: You know the financial arrangements? 

JIM: One hundred bucks for six sessions. 

OATES; Lf we find you a suitable subject. If 

not j you’ll be terminated promptly and paid 
$ 25 . 
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JIM: Cash? 

OATES: Check. 

JIM: I could use the bread, man. How do I get 

to be "suitable”? 

OATES: Suitability is a function of several var- 
iables. Rarity of type is one. Range of 
susceptibility another. 

it 

JIM: You've got a wonderful vocabulary. 

(OATES looks momentarily confused) 

I could listen to you all day. 

OATES: Every science invents its language. New 
words for new phenomena. 

JIM: I'm hip, baby. I'm in your groove tube. 

OATES: Science and frivolity, Mr. Cole, do not 
co-habit . 

JIM: I'm into just about everything. 

OATES (warning) : Some subjects are so special 
as to be useless to us. Just last week 
we had a boy in here who could be aroused 
by only a single fantasy. 

JIM: Poor kid. Poverty-stricken. 

OATES: He wanted to be run down by a girl with 
painted nails driving a Maseratti-200 . 

JIM (lighting up at the car's name): A Maseratti?! 
— oh sure I I once knew a zoophilic girl-- 
you know, par tialismus concerning the male 
horse genital. 

OATES: Really I Could you introduce us? I mean, 
perhaps she'd like to volunteer for our 
study . 

JIM: Nah, don't know where she's crashin' these 
days. (He beats out hoof beat sounds on his 
pants) I think she's in blue grass coun- 
try. 

OATES (sadly) : I see. Pause) Where ' d you learn 

the word "zoophilic"? 

JIM (enigmatic) : -You know--hanging around the 

track . 

(OATES presses the intercom) 

OATES: Come in, Miss Fisher. 

MISS FISHER: Yes, doctor. 

OATES (To JIM) : Behavioral science is concerned 

with two areas of human sexuality, Mr. Cole. 
One, diagnostic--perf ecting techniques for 
identifying sexual preferences. Two, ther- 
apeutic--perf ecting treatment for sexual 
deviation. Our study is concerned with 

perfecting diagnostic technique. 

(MISS FISHER enters) 

The screen, Miss Fisher. 

(MISS FISHER unfurls the screen 
against the backstage wall, then pre- 
pares slides) 

You understand then, Mr. Cole: we are con- 
cerned with identifying sexual preferences. 

JIM (earnest) : Yeah . A lot of people are in- 
terested i n tha t . 


OATES: Miss Fisher will project slides on the 

screen one at a time in fixed random order. 

JIM (enthused): Hey, that’s good I "Fixed ran- 
dom order." That’s what the prof in Lit 1 
must mean by "paradox." 

OATES (ignoring him) : Your galvanic skin response 
will be recorded in sten units on a plethy- 
smograph and then evaluated against the 
IPAT Anxiety Scale ratings, therby meas- 
uring your "choices" in physiological 
terms . 

JIM: --Excuse me, Dr. Oates. 

OATES: Yes? 

(JIM points to a white doctor's jac- 
ket hanging on the coat rack) 

JIM: That's yours, isn't it? 

OATES: Yes. 

JIM: How come you don't wear it? 

OATES (Intrigued) : Does it matter to you? 

JIM: Well, if we’re going to do it, we might as 
well do it right. 

OATES: I see. By all means, if that's your 
preference . 

(He makes a few quick, furious jottings 
on his note pad, then goes to the coat 
rack. To MISS FISHER as he passes 
her; stage whisper) 

Finger plethysmography . 

(He puts on jacket. To JIM:) 

That better? 

JIM (Grinning): Oh, wow--f abulous ! That's my 
color, man. 

OATES (Probing): White is your favorite color. 

JIM: Only when it's moving. I hate it on a 
wall. For standing-still-color there's 
nothing like purple. 

(OATES jots down another note) 

OATES: I'm glad you saw that ad, Mr. Cole. 

JIM: I dig you, too, man. 

(OATES picks up an instrument from 
his desk, then goes to JIM) 

OATES: Please hold up the middle finger of your 

left hand. 

(Machine comes down from ceiling. 

JIM reacts with alarm) 

JIM: What's that? 

OATES: This is a Guttman ordinary scale electrode. 

It will record your responses as you view 
the slides, 

JIM: It won't hurt, will it? I’m not into pain 
at all, man. One of my buddies tells me 
it's a dynamite trip, but I'm not too sure 
about him. 

OATES: Any fluctuation in sensitivity will be 
pre-signaled during the procedure. 

(JIM is now wired to machine) 

Are we ready, Miss Fisher? 
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JIM: Why would anyone do that? 

OATES: Well you might ask. Initially we had to 
use sex offenders as subjects in our study, 

JIM: Before the new permissiveness. 

OATES: Exactly. Now we employ university stud- 
ents . 

JIM (Laconic) : Very different type thing. 

OATES: The sex offenders, of course, were eager 

to conceal their real proclivities in or- 
der to avoid prosecution. 

(Smug) 

Our machinery became quite sensitive to 
subterfuge . 

(Waxing eloquent) 

The real breakthrough came two years ago 
with a pedophiliac who did everything he 
could in the routine verbal explorations 
to convince us that he was attracted to 
adult women. 

(Triumphant) 

But the plethysmograph proved conclusively 
that his strongest desire was evoked by 
the sight of the hairless vulva. 

JIM: Why didn't he just buy his girlfriend a 

razor? 

OATES (Shocked) : As I said, Mr. Cole, ours is a 
diagnostic, not a therapeutic enterprise, 

MISS FISHER (Interrupting): — Doctor, should I 

leave the slide on? 

OATES (Stuttering) : Are you prepared to co-co- 
continue, Mr. Cole? 


MISS FISHER: Ready, doctor. 

(OATES suddenly does a double-take) 

OATES: Miss Fisher I I That screen is not five 

feet from the subject's digital responder I 

MISS FISHER: Oh — I am sorry, doctor! 

(She moves the screen back two inches) 

OATES: Very well, then. The first slide. 

(The lights dim. The figure of a beau- 
tiful nude female comes on the screen. 
JIM lets out a low whistle) 

No audio responses, please, Mr. Cole. Stay 
with your feelings. The electrode will 
measure them more accurately than your 
vocal cords possibly could, 

(Checks the recording graph) 

Seven seconds. 

(To JIM, pleased) 

A vivid tracing, Mr. Cole! Maximum ampli- 
tude on the vertical axis. 

JIM (Blushing) : Gee, doc, compliments go to my 

head . 

(A buzzer sounds in the background) 

OATES: The quiet buzzer has sounded. 

(Pause, then to JIM) 

You seem to be having some trouble with 
spontaneous recovery. 

JIM (Grinning): Isn't it something? 

(OATES re-checks the graph) 

OATES: Ah, there we are; initial value restored. 

Next slide. Miss Fisher. 

(A beautiful male nude comes on the 
screen. JIM jumps) 

JIM: Ow! 

OATES: Mr. Cole — 

JIM: — Ow! ! 

OATES: -I asked you to-- 
JIM: Ow! ! Ow! ! 

OATES: --restrain your verbal responses. 

JIM (Holding up the electrode): I got a shock! 

Shocks ! 

OATES ("Patiently"): I assure you, the electrode 

is wired only for recording, not condition- 
ing . 

JIM: Something hurt me! 

OATES (Significantly) : The L score, Miss Fisher. 

(MISS FISHER consults a wall chart) 

MISS FISHER (raised eyes): Forty seven point 

seven, doctor. 

JIM: "L score"? What's an L score? 

OATES: It purports to measure paranoid tendencies. 

(Sternly) 

I should tell you, Mr. Cole, that any at- 
tempt at crude artifact is readily identi- 
fied. 

JIM: Me, crude?! 

OATES: "Crude artifact" means faking responses. 


JIM (Looking at the slide): Is that guy a student 

too? 


JIM (To OATES): When you said "neutral stimuli," 

I thought you meant... 

(Nods towards MISS FISHER; gesturing 
towards the screen) 

Those are okay, too. I mean, if you're 
into neutral stimuli... 

(OATES checks the graph readings) 

OATES (Studying graphs, suspiciously): Autono- 
mic response identical to slide one. 

(To MISS FISHER) 

Return to slide two. Miss Fisher. 

(The picture of the nude man comes back 
on the screen) 


Continued on page 34 


OATES: He 1 s a professional model. 

(JIM looks at the screen again, chuck- 
les) 

JIM: It's like the Chinese say, "Thin in calf, 

thick in cock." And vice versa. 

(He glances pointedly at OATES' thick 
calves ) 

OATES (Severely) : I suggest we proceed. 

JIM ("Hurt") : Well you said you were interested 

in physiology. 

OATES: Shift to the neutral stimuli, Miss Fisher. 

(A slide of geometric patterns comes 
on the screen. JIM giggles) 
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She came from Alabama. A good place to be 
away from. Her name was Norma Saddleworth, and 
we met at a small gay party in West Philadelphia 
where most of the women were strangers to me. 

Norma came into the room, an outlaw in a 
gathering of outcasts. Her eyes were the eyes 
of a poet; her face was cast in sullen bronze. 

I observed her from a corner of my right eye as 
I sat on the couch holding my highball. 

We were introduced, finally, by our host- 
ess, Julia Cranshaw, a tall plump woman who had 
been gay for twenty years but looked as though 
joy had seldom crossed her path. 

"Who'd you come with?" Norma asked me as 
soon as Julia had moved away from us. 

Her question suprised me. And also, for 
some reason, it made me angry. So I sat back 
down on the couch without answering her. 

She plopped down beside me. "So who'd you 
come with?" she asked again. 

Her manner and tone of voice seemed to push 
me into a corner the way so many men had once 
tried to do. And since I didn't like being 
pushed into corners by anyone, but was too re- 
luctant to say so, I remained silent. 

"So all right. Don't tell me then," Norma 
finally said, then hopped up from the couch. 

"I can't stand stuck-up women!" she declared in 
a low but furious voice as she stomped out to- 
ward the dining room where the chow was being 
got together. 

Then Julia came back over to me and sat 
down where Norma had just vacated. "Did Norma 
say something smart to you, Neet?" she asked, 


laying her soft plump hand on my shoulder. 

"Don't pay ner much attention. She acts bad a 

lot of times, but she's okay..." 8 

"Everything's all right, Julia," I said, 
giving my very best party smile. t 

Then a loud voice called from the dining 
room, "Julia!" 

Julia bounced up from the couch as though 
she were equipped with automatic coils. The 
loud voice was Norma's and that pissed me off 
again, but I kept the stiff smile on my face. ■ 

"I'll be back in a minute, Neet," Julia 
said then hurried back toward the dining room. 

After Julia departed, I just sat there, a 
strange fish in stranger waters. Then, on the 
other side of the room, I noticed two young wo- 
men in slacks and denim shirts joshing with two 
other young women in frilly dresses. Finally, 
one of the women in slacks said to the other 
two, "Oh, go on out and fix our plates....!" 

Then she turned and said to the room at large, 

"You know, if they ain't hungry," she began, 

nodding toward the two in dresses, "then we 

don't eat because they won't cook nothing"!""" V 

I turned away from them, afraid they might 
see the anger in my heart. How dare they try 
to turn women into servants? What point in 
being gay if you were still chained to the 
kitchen? 

Then someone touched my shoulder. I looked 
'round to see Trudy Barnes, one of the few women 
I already knew, standing nearby. "Say, Neet, I 

you ready to cut?" she asked. "I'll give you a 
lift home. I gotta work tomorrow and I'm leaving I 

early-- " 

I looked at my watch. Twelve-fifteen. The 
night hadn't even begun. But the party was a a 

drag. Yet--what would I do at home at twelve- 
thirty on a Friday night? * 

Then, just as I was about to tell Trudy, \ 

no thanks, I would take a cab later, I saw Norma 
Saddleworth standing in the doorway. Was she 
smirking at me, smiling? Someone tapped her 
shoulder and she turned away, laughing, very 
much a part of things. j 

"Well, Neet?" Trudy asked quietly. I 
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’Yeah, sure, Trudy, I'm ready to leave when 
you are," I said, and I smiled my party smile 
and pretty soon even I believed I was ready to 
go home and stare at those silent walls. 

* 


Several months later. 

Another party. Down in South Philly where 
I used to live when I was pursuing my higher 
learning and living on anxiety and ice cubes. 

I'crma walked in with two other women. Her poet's 
eyes were fixed on Paradise, but she sniffed the 
air like a discontented wolf. 

Strange, Those poetic eyes. And that 
stevedore's voice. 

The couple, two women who had lived to- 
gether since the first ice age, greeted me en- 
thusiastically. Norma stared at me as I huddled 
in my corner. In two quick strides she was beside 
me, plopping down on the sofa. 

"Who'd you come with?" she asked me in her 
best stevedore's tone. 

I was furious. Amused too. Finally I burst 
cut laughing. 

She laughed too. Thus we became friends. 

We danced together. She nimbly and expert- 
ly, demonstrating all of the latest steps, I 
hadn't even heard of the latest steps, let alone 
seen them. But I danced the way the music said 
to. And suddenly I was feeling good. I forgot 
home and those silent rooms that muffled my 
solitary footsteps. 

Around midnight, slightly high, we sat on 
the sofa again. 

"You used to live with Alda James, didn't 
you?" Norma asked suddenly. "She says you were 
something else to live with. . . ! " 

"Oh, really?" I replied. How did Norma know 
Alda? Why did people live in circles, talking 
over one another like jackleg preachers mumbling 
over soda crackers and grape juice? "Did Alda tell 
you what a joy she was to live with?" I asked 
finally. 

A reluctant grin spread across Norma's face. 
Then she declared, "Alda said you were a smarty- 
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I realized then that Norma was trying to 
get under my skin, so I didn't bother to reply. 

"Why do you look so mad all the time?" Norma 
then asked, nudging me with her elbow. 

"You sound mad all the time," I said. "So 
what's the difference?" 

"Well, that's just the way I sound," Norma 
replied, but not in her usual belligerent tone. 

And I was rather pleased to see she had a differ- 
ent side. But I didn't let her see that I was 
pleased . 

"So who do you live with now?" Norma asked 
and nudged me again as if to assist my ear drums. 

"You ask more questions than the Gallup Poll," 
I declared. 

She laughed, but she didn't lose the drift. 

’ ' ‘O v come on, tell me who you live with now." 

"The same person I came with--" 

"Who's that ? " she exclaimed in a loud voice, 
and several women turned to stare at us. 

"You're too newsy," I said in a low tone. 

"I'm not going to tell you anything else about 
until I learn something about you. Now, whom 
dc you live with?" 

" Whom ? " she repeated. Then she laughed 
and declared , "I stay with me...." 

I knew she was fabricating by the tone of 
■=r '.*oice, "That's not what Julia says," I replied, 
i” c revising on the spur of the moment. 


Norma's head shot up. "What did Julia tell 
you? Nothing!" she exclaimed, greatly agitated. 
"There's nothing Julia can tell you about me. 
Nobody knows my business but me!" 

I didn't say anything, but X knew then she 
had a skeleton or two in the trunk somewhere. 

So I kept looking at her, waiting for her to level 
with me. 

"So what you keep looking at me for?" she 
asked in that half-artificial tone. "You're the 
one who's got bats in the head. Alda said you 
nearly drove her crazy!" 

I laughed, but suddenly stopped as I remem- 
bered that someone had once told me Alda, my ex- 
lover, had spent six months in a hospital for 
nervous disorders. How odd that I hadn't remem- 
bered that when ALda and I were living together. 

"So what's so funny?" Norma asked in a voice 
that was still too high. 

I shook my head, then stood up. "Nothing is 
funny. I think I'm going home. I didn't get much 
sleep last night. I have insomnia sometimes--" 

"That's cause you think too much," Norma 
declared. Then up she hopped . "I'm going too. 

This party stinks!" 

We went home to my apartment. 

"How come you have such a big place if you 
live alone?" Norma asked as she stood in the 
middle of my living room, her large, owl-like 
eyes sweeping all corners of the universe at once. 

"It's only a one-bedroom apartment. The 
place looks large because it's so nice and 
roomy," I said. 

She grunted, then let her eyes come to rest 
on me where I stood near the phonograph. "You 
getting ready to play that thing?" she inquired 
in her best stevedore's tone. 

"Yes, of course. Don't you want to hear 
some records?" 

She shrugged. "I want some beer ! You got 
any beer?" she asked, her voice booming in quick 
jerks. And she hooked her head to one side as 
she spoke, staring at me as though I were on 
the witness stand. 

I shook my head. "I seldom buy beer. I don't 
like it," I confessed, confirming her worst 
suspicions . 

" What ? You're crazy. Everybody likes beer!" 
she declared. 

I laughed, the asked, "Did you ever hear of 
rats in the beer vats...?" 

"What rats in what beer vats ?" she demanded, 
looking around the room to see if they were ad- 
vancing toward her. 

I only smiled then started looking through 
the records. 

"What 're you going to play?" Norma asked, 

suddenly at my side, breathing against my should- 
er . 

"You're newsy as hell," I complained wear- 
ily to hide my amusement. 

"Play this," she requested, latching on to 
one of my favorites, a new rendition of an old 
number . 

I took the LP from her and placed it on the 
machine along with several others. Then I start- 
ed out toward the kitchen. 

"Where's you going now?" she demanded, 
right on my heels. 

"I'm going to Paris," I replied, looking 
back over my shoulder at her. 

As we sat on the couch, sipping our drinks, 
Norma told me she had been married three times 
and had five children, all by the last husband. 

"Where are the children now?" I asked be- 
lieving she had had that many children or hus- 
bands. 
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"The girls stay with me most of the time," 
she replied quickly. "They with my Mother down 
in Mobile right now though...*" 

"And who has the boys?" 

"Oh, I let him keep them," she said airly. 

"That's not what Julia says," I declared 
on sudden impulse . 

"So what Julia tell you? And why you be- 
lieve her and not me? I'm not going to tell you 
anything else about me if you keep acting like 
that:" 


"Okay. Don’t," I said, then started to get 
up from the couch. 

Norma grabbed me by the arm. "Where you 
going now? You're always going somewhere. We 
ain't finished talking yet." 

I leaned forward and kissed her. She was 
obviously caught off-guard. So was I for that 

matter . But she quickly got into the swing of 
things . 

"Let's go into the bedroom," she suggested 
when we finally stopped kissing. 

"All right," I agreed. "But I have to do 
something about the phonograph first. And don't 
you want another drink to take in there ?" 

"Yeah, but let me mix 'em. Yours are too 
damn weak . " 


* 

After our first round of love-making, Norma 
grew inquisitive again, "Don't you have any 
special girl friend now?" 

I shook my head. "What about you? How many 
do you have?" 

She bristled. "I don't have any! Why you 
ask such a question?" 

I remained silent. 

"Say why?" Norma repeated, shaking me 
slightly. 

"Say why what?" I asked, pretending I had 
forgot the subject at hand. 

"Oh, I don't know what I'm going to do with 
you," she said in mock disgust. 

Then we started making love again, and after- 
wards, we both dozed off. It was daylight when 
we stirred again. 

"Jesus, I gotta go!" said Norma, hopping 
out of bed as though it were on fire. 

"You don't have to work today, do you?" I 
asked . 

"Who me? Heck no! I got laid off week be- 
fore last. But I gotta beat it...." 

* 

Several months later we visited Julia 
Cranshaw and her friend Myrtle who were on the 
outs, but they put on a good front. 

"You two getting along all right?" Julia 
asked, tapping my knee. 

I nodded. I wanted to ask how she and Myrt 
were doing, but didn't dare. Norma had told me 
Myrt was seeing a woman down the street who was 
supposed to be straight, 

"So how you and Myrt doing?" Norma asked, 
beaming. I caught my breath. How could she? 

Julia's smile wavered for a second. Or did 
I imagine it? "We doing fine, aren't we, honey?" 

Julia said to Myrt, and Myrt grinned and nodded 
energetically. 

"Life couldn ' t be sweeter!" Myrt said, then 
she and Norma laughed heartily. 

Julia patted my knee again. "Come on out 
to the kitchen a moment, Neet. I want you to help 
me fix a little snack " 

I heard Norma snickering behind my back as 
I got up to follow Julia out to the kitchen. 



Norma knew how I hated fixing food and stuff like 
that. But I didn't give her the satisfaction 
of knowing how put-out I was with Julia. 

"I'm glad you and Norma are hitting it off, 
Neet," Julia said once we reached their small 
kitchen. "Norma is a swell person, but she needs 

somebody like you to show her a different side 
of life . . . . " 

Me? A different side of life! What on earth 
was she talking about? "Well, yes," I began, 

but didn't quite know which foot to stand on. 
Then, suddenly grateful for the boxes of crackers 
and jars of spread that had to be put together, 

I asked, "What can I do to help, Jule?" 

Oh, I don't need any help, Neet. I just 
said that to get you out here. Myrt and I have 
been together for nearly twenty years now, and 
I don’t know what I'd do without her...." 

"Twenty years!" I exclaimed, staring at her. 

She laughed gaily, thinking I had paid them 
a compliment with my astonished reaction. In a 
way, I guess I was. 

"What you two doing out here whispering 
together?" Norma suddenly asked. 

"Oh, go on, Norm," Julia said, smiling 
coyly at Norma. 

"You telling my baby tales about me, Julia?" 
Norma asked, putting her arm around my waist, and 
then kissing me on the mouth. 

"Your baby wouldn't listen to nothing I say 
about you, Norm. She's too much in love." 

Then Myrt appeared in the doorway. "Come 
outta there, y'all! Gloria Lynne is on and she's 
singing my song, 'Love I Found You!’" 

We dropped everything and rushed into the 
living room. When the record ended, we sealed 
the mood with a kiss. The four of us. 

* 


20 





v' LI ^ i. W 


One day, about a year after we became 
.overs , Norma said to me, "Alda and Frances fough 
- - - the time. They finally had to break up 


Alda 


£ 1 


ir. New York now, I hear. She's living with some 
other woman and they having it bad too " 

"Why do you sound so happy about Alda's 
problems?" I asked, suddenly very irked. 

I'm no t happy about it!" Norma exclaimed, 
ing up. 

Norma was happy about Alda.' s difficulties, 

zuz 1 was still too hung up on her to go into the 
situation very deeply. 

"Let ' s go over to Camden to the swimming 
pool," Norma suddenly suggested. "Julia and tfte 
gang will be there...." 

"I have to work," I began, "and besides " 

"Besides what?" she demanded as my voice 
rrai.ed off. "I don't see why you have to sit 
trr.e all the time writing those old stories that 
...~oay wants to buy anyway. We never do things 

--•;e other people. Julia and Myrt swing all the 

- 1 11 
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"Well, I can't swim in the first place, and 
r. not going out there with those rowdy people 
.til I can. They'll never drown me," 

"Oh, you're always coming on with something 
out of left field. Just because they're not 

ic-;-up like you is no reason for you to call 
em rowdy I " 

"I am not stuck up!" 

"Then what's wrong with us joining the Gay 

rc? 1 ' 


mat 
f ive 


Because I don't have that kind of money, 
s why. They drink whiskey like it's only 
cents a barrel." 

"Oh, I don’t know why I keep on bothering 

* .oj, You always complain about not having 

- r *l money, but every time you go downtown you 

back with a shopping bag full of books and 


crap like that!" she declared. 

Then I clammed up. 

"So, all right, don't talk no more. I'm go- 
ing downtown. You can sit here for the rest of 

the century banging on that typewriter all you 
want. I'm going to live while I can." 

But she didn't leave. She plopped down in 

the lounge chair and lit a cigarette and began 

to smoke furiously. I got up from my desk and 

went out into the kitchen. Then while I was 

still out in the kitchen, leaning against the sink, 

trying to get my head together, Norma came storm- 
ing in. 

"What's wrong with you? Why can't you come 

out and entertain your company like other people 
do?" 

"I thought you were leaving. You said you 
were — " 

"Oh. So you want to get rid of me now, hah?" 
"You said you were leaving!" 

"Come go with me — " 

"Oh, Norma, for crying out loud, let's not 
go through that routine again!" 

"Then let's go to bed...?" 

"Go to bed! Now ?" 

Yeah, why not? We useta go to bed any time 
we felt like it." 

"We used to not fight so much either," I 
rejoined. 

"Fight! We don't fight. I ain't never hit 
you, did I?" 

"Argue then. Why do you like to keep things 
stirred up all the time?" 

"Well, come on, let's go in the bedroom and 
discuss it," she suggested, coming up to me and 
kissing me quickly. "Aw, come on, Nita, let’s 
go lie down. We haven't been together like that 
ror a long time. Don't you love me no more?" 

One part of me wanted to go with her, and 
another part wanted to get back to my desk and 

struggle with the story. So there I stood, im- 
mobilized , 

"Come on, Nita, let's go into the bedroom," 
Norma said, taking my hand. 

"All right. But let's have a drink first. I 
have to get my nerves together." 

She laughed, and so did I, but it wasn't as 
i t had been. I knew we were growing apart, but 
didn’t know what to do about it. 

( "Let me fix the drinks," Norma suggested. 

"You go get ready . It never takes me as long as 
you to get ready, you know." 

"There you go again, always making compar- 
isons, I complained. Then I rushed out into 
the living room, grabbed a cushion and threw it 

at her head and ran into the bedroom and locked 
the door. 

She stood out there banging on the door. 

"Let me in or I'll break the damn door down!" 

Break it down then," I yelled then suddenly 
yanked the door open and she fell into the room. 

"Oh, you make me sick!" she exclaimed, but 
we started laughing as she hopped up from the 

floor. She grabbed me; we tussled and fell onto 
the bed. It was almost like old times. 

But we never got back the way we had been 
in the beginning. People never do, it seems. 
Eventually, she went back to an old girl friend. 
Several old girl friends, probably. 

I missed her, but I did not collapse. The 
two and a half years we spent together added 
greatly to my experience. But, really, I was not 
aware of any need for experience. 

Love and companionship, by all means. 

Experience ! A word for the experts. They sleep 
with concepts. 

I do not! 









* 
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A claw scraped John's back, raising a welt, 
as he scrambled through the doorway of the 
Baths. John slammed the door, hearing a bone 
crunch in the huge black paw. The hideous 
beast roared on the other side of the door and 
lunged, but John held firm, his shoulder mar- 
shalled against the wood. Two of the assist- 
ants in the Baths, frail, barely out of their 
teens, ran over and pushed on the door too. 

The hideous beast snarled or snickered and 
tried to stick its paw inside further. Its 
foul breath poured through the crack, and then 
the paw began to twist like a poisoned crab, 
the horned nails clacking on the wood. The 
three men pressed all their weight against the 
door, trying to sever the paw at the wrist. "It's 
trying to get free I" one of the assistants yelled. 

"Let it go!" the other assistant shouted. 

The hideous beast began to whimper, like 
a two-ton baby. The claws began to retract. 

John reached over and pulled a handful of 


rancid hair from the paw. "Damn you'" he said, 
unmoved by the tears. 

"Don't let up on the door," the first as- 
sistant cautioned nervously. "Crying's just one 
of its tricks I" 

John grabbed a black finger with both hands 
and tried to tear a claw off. "This is one you 
won't scrape anybody else with!" John gritted 
as he bent the long nail backward. 

The hideous beast stopped whimpering and 
growled maniacally, then slammed its body a- 
gainst the door, almost knocking the three men 
to the floor. But John wouldn't let go of the 
claw and managed to break part of it off. The 
beast waved its paw around, attempting to reach 
a human atm or leg or torso. At that moment, 
the manager of the Baths lumbered over and 
brought a crowbar down on the paw. Then again. 
Another roar, almost a screech, and the paw 
withdrew itself. Frantically they locked the 
door from the inside. 

"That's the worst he's been for a couple 
of days," the manager said, jumpy. The crowbar 
in his grip was trembling. 

"Did it hurt you?" one of the assistants 
asked John. 

"Just a scratch, Ma'm," John answered, dis- 
missing the welt he could feel under his heavy 
shirt. 

"The beast did get a couple of our customers 
last week," the manager confided. He kissed the 
crowbar respectfully. 

"Doesn't keep me home," John smiled. "Or 
them either." He gestured at the other men in- 
side the Steambath, some in the lounge, some 
wandering the corridors for sex. "We're safe 
inside now. " 

"We've got to do something about the beast. 
But I don't know what." The manager gave a fat 
man ' s sigh. 

"We'll all just have to learn to run a 
little faster," John joked. The welt hurt a 
bit, but not much. "Besides, it's good exercise!" 
He paid his entrance fee and checked his valuables 
at the desk. "I'll keep this as a lucky charm," 
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he said, jiggling the yellowish piece of claw 
on his palm. He looked around, to survey the 
men who were walking past in their towels. 

"You're No. 199," one of the assistants 
said, handing John his room key. 

In his room John changed from his street 
clothes into his towel, then opened the door, 
sitting on the narrow bed, waiting for someone 
attractive to stroll by. He felt horny, ready 
for at least four or five ejaculations during 
the course of the evening. He loved the Baths. 
They restored him. After his tiring and boring 
job in the office all week long, he looked for- 
ward to them as if he were addicted. Such nights, 
little oases of pleasure, made the frustration and 
tedium of every day bearable. "Look out tonight, 
fellows 1" John said happily. He placed his 
lucky charm on the table next to the bed. 

Something odd was growing out of his hair, 
he saw. He leaned closer to the mirror beside 
him, flicking a piece of city dirt off his hand- 
some chin. He was particularly glad of that 
chin. Other men often commented on how forceful 
it looked. The thing in his hair was gray, he 
noticed. He tried to see the top of his head 
in the mirror, but the angle was wrong. He felt 
his black hair. It looked like a gray hair, 
only longer than usual. I don’t have any gray 
hair, John said to himself. Maybe it's one of 
the beast's. He yanked at it, but it wasn't 
loose. He winced. It was growing out of his 
scalp, and seemed to be getting longer. He 
touched it again. How odd. What was it, he 
wondered, smoothing it down, looking up to see 
a brawny young lad with a Saracen moustache 
loitering hopefully outside the room, "Come in," 
John grinned. "Come right in." 

"Thank you," the young man said later, leav- 
ing John's room. 

"My pleasure. Any old time." 

John went into the lounge and bought a cup 
of coffee at the Neli Deli Restaurant. He sat 
down to relax, catching a glimpse of a hockey 
game on television. A number of be-toweled men 
sat around, dozing or watching the program. A 
few were reading magazines. "Any report on the 
beast?" John asked the nearest one, a man with 
shaggy shoulders. 

"The news said it got a woman and child in 
a coal bin." 

"Nobody's safe, it seems," John, replied, 
taking a sip of his coffee, which was tasteless. 

"Chewed 'em up pretty terrible. Only lit- 
tle pieces left. " 

"I guess I'll call a taxi, when I want to 
leave , " 

"No use risking the streets after dark, 
that's for sure." The man turned a page of his 
magazine . 

John settled into a sofa. "Well, at least 
we've got the Baths — a clean, well-darkened 
place I " 

"Yeah." The man was staring at John's 

hair . 

"Something wrong?" 

"No." The man looked down at his magazine. 

John pinched at his hair, and was suprised 
• that it felt dry. Usually it was too oily. He 

got up and looked at his reflection in the cig- 
arette machine. "Jesus, my head's completely 
gray!" He tried to pull a handful of his hair 
down over his forehead so he could see it better, 
but it wasn't long enough. "Is my hair all gray?" 
he asked the shaggy man. 

"Sure is." 

John had to keep his towel from slipping 
with one hand, but ran the free one across his 


scalp. "But I don't have gray hair," 

"Very becoming." 

"But I don't have any gray hair I" John in- 
sisted. He looked over his shoulder at the welt 
the beast had inflicted. It was a simple 
scratch. When he turned back, some brown spots 
appeared on the backs of his hands. 

"You got any iodine?" John asked at the 
counter of the Neli Deli Restaurant. 

"Don't think so," the lazy attendant said. 

"Well, please check!" 

John's asperity roused the attendant moment- 
arily, and he brought back a bottle of iodine. 
"Be careful. This has a skull and crossbones 
on it." 

"I don't intend to drink it," John said. 

He uncapped the bottle right there and spread 
some purple medicine on the welt. He didn't 
feel much pain. 

"Hey, I need the bottle back!" the attend- 
ant said as John moved away. 

John slid it across the counter, angry. 

"I didn't mean to steal it." 

"Old creep," the attendant muttered, to 
John's amazement. 

He hurried to the lavatory and stared at 
himself in the big mirror, not believing what he 
saw. Not only was his hair totally gray, there 
were ugly wrinkles under his eyes, puckers of 
flesh. "But I'm only twenty-five years old," 
he said to his reflection. A man urinating near- 
by gave him a surreptitious look. "But I am!" 
John insisted. He splashed some hot water on 
his face, then looked again. It was true. The 
skin under his eyes was loose. He squeezed it 
between his fingers, trying to push it back 
the way it had been when he had arrived at the 
Baths. As he pulled on the skin, it gave a 
little more, then a cheek. The chin was sag- 
ging as well, a puffy upside-down mound. "What's 
wrong?" John whispered, stretching the skin 
taut with his fingers. He turned around to ex- 
amine the iodined welt on his upper back. His 
flesh looked coarse. All of me? he wondered. 
Quickly he removed his towel from his waist and 
looked over his shoulder at his buttocks. They 
weren't firm, not firm at all. And he'd been 
bike-riding that very afternoon! His buttocks 
were like old melons in a discount grocery store. 
"But this can’t be me!" John marveled, with his 
hands full of his loosened buttocks. 

The man who had been urinating came over 
to wash his hands, and cruised John, "How goes 
it tonight?" He was toothy and freaky-eyed, 

John thought, but he had a powerful neck. 

"Would you like to come to my room?" John 
asked immediately. "Maybe whatever I've got 
will go away in the dark." 

"What you got?" the man asked scowling. 

"It's not catching," 

"Well " 

As soon as they finished having sex, John 
raced out of his room toward the lavatory again. 
But he had to wait to get in this time, and so 
he cruised a young man, about his age, who had 
a wonderful profile. The young man didn't re- 
turn even a flicker of interest. His fine eyes 
skittered over John and then he walked away. 

In the lavatory mirror John saw somebody 
else. The gray hair was almost white now. The 
sacks under his eyes had turned into dark chan- 
nels; his chin drooped as if full of water. 

Even his chest muscles, so carefully maintained 
through regular exercise, had fallen. He touched 
one half of his chest. Spongy. Almost flab. 

John forced the skin taut, then let go. It 
stayed flabby. He noticed that all the skin on 
the front of his body had slackened. More brown 
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spots were coming out on his hands and arms. 

He whirled around to examine the rear, and real- 
ized that varicose veins had appeared in the 
back hollows of his legs since he had last looked. 
"Oh, no," he breathed. "What's happening to me?" 
He checked the welt. The same. "You did this 
to me, you goddamn beast!" he cursed aloud, shak- 
ing his fist at the window across the room. He 
went over to the window,, which was open a half 
inch. "You did this to me, and you're going to 
stop it!" John peered through the opening, but 
couldn't see anything except the building next 
door, a hospital. Was the beast lurking out- 
side? Could it reach its paw under the crack 
and get in? John leapt back from the window, 
frightened. "You stay out of here, goddamn you!" 

He pounced on the window and closed it and 

snapped the lock. "You'll never get in here!" 

John vowed. Somebody came into the lavatory, 

and John felt absurd talking to a closed win- 
dow. 

When he looked in the mirror again, he was 
aghast. Another man who was coming in to shave 
gave John an intolerant smile when he saw him 
poring over his own face in front of the mirror. 
"Oh, Jesus, no!" John said, rushing out of the 
lavatory. One side of his chest had actually 
"alien a couple of inches as he had been watch- 

* * « t 

mg it! 

He ran up the steps to the gymnasium three 
at a time, but was winded when he got to the 
top. He forced himself to go on, and hopped onto 
the exercycle . He'd do five miles before he 
had another trick that night! At least five 
miles! An hour of riding for fifteen minutes 
of fun! John began to rotate his legs, leaning 
forward on the machine. In his excitement some 
of his gray hair fell out, and he could feel his 
spongy buttocks give as he sat on the seat of 
the exercycle. Still he spun the pedals furi- 
ously, until the pain in his calves forced him 
to stop. 

Without hesitating, he then got down on the 
floor, which was cold, and did some rapid push- 
ups, stopping every now and again to see if his 
chest was any better. It hung down just the 


same. He did forty more push-ups, then sat 
back on his heels, testing his chest. Now it 
seemed better, tauter. He stretched out full 
length again and did fifty more, just for good 
measure. He was panting, his arms aching as if 
they had been sliced off at the elbow. For a 
moment he sat on the carpeted floor, catching 
his breath. His towel fell open, and he saw 
that his genitals looked like tough old meat 
scraps. And his legs looked thinner, too white. 
John ray on his back and kicked wildly against 
the air, to flex the legs, to tighten the sto- 
mach that was sinking toward the genitals. He 
kicked and kicked and kicked against the air, 

"Gentlemen, porno movies now being shown 
in the lounge!" a voice announced over the loud- 
speaker. "Free porno movies now being shown in 
the lounge!" 

John got up from the floor and hobbled 
out of the gymnasium, heading for the lounge. 

His spine hurt him and he thought he had devel- 
oped some bunions. He walked slowly, more slow- 
ly than he wanted to, finding his vision blurred. 
On the stairway he hesitated, reaching for the 
bannister. "I want to see the porno movies," 
he said to himself. Several other men rushed 

past him, bumping him in their hurry to get down- 
stairs. 

John thought about looking in the lavatory 
mirror again, but decided not to. Instead he 
went to his room, left the light out, and climbed 
onto his small bed. "I sure would like to see 
those movies," he told himself, lying flat. 

Sure would. " But he didn't get up from the 
bed. He felt exhausted. "Maybe I'll just rest 
here for a while. Then afterwhile I can have 
another young man in to visit. Visiting hours," 
He smiled, then reached down in the darkness and 
touched his genitals. They were exhausted too. 

"I only came twice." He let his hand slide fur- 
ther down, over his thigh. It was shrivelled. 
"Maybe I'll just rest for an hour or two." 

Suddenly he sat up, wondering if he had 
heard a howl outside his room. Was it the beast, 
roaming around? He reached out for the lucky 
charm claw on the table, but couldn't find it 
in the dark. Had he really heard it? John 
couldn't tell. "I don't give a shit if you come 
in, you old. . .you old. ... 11 His eyes felt tired. 

He sank back into the pillow, stroking his 
thin legs. He tried to raise them into the air 
for a couple of seconds. Nevertheless he pumped 
them as best he could. "Sure would like to see 
those porno movies," he said as he turned on his 
side. "I only just got here," he mumbled into 
his bedclothes. 

When he woke up, he felt something licking 
his knee. It was still dark in his room, so he 
couldn't tell what it was. Except that it didn't 
even make a silhouette, so he knew it must be 
black like the room. John felt his knee. Only 
it didn't feel like a knee. The whole leg had 
changed. Not even boney any longer. It felt 
soggy. When he massaged it, it turned to a mucky 
goo. He moved his hand further up to his lap, 
but that too collapsed under his fingers, turn- 
ing a creamy texture, a paste. John was afraid 
and withdrew his hand. He clutched at his chest, 
but the chest melted at once. Then the chin. 

Even the hand that touched the chin disintegrated 
into a mushy, putrid, stinking dew. "I wanted 
a little more than this," John complained. "At 
least a little more than this." But then his 
tongue dissolved too. And he felt himself ooze 
onto the bedsheets. Then the long, sharp tongue 
of the purring hideous beast began to lap 

the pool of John. Leisurely, almost loving, 
laps . 
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DIFFERENT: 

AN ANTHOLOGY 

OF HOMOSEXUAL 
SHORT STORIES 

EDITED BY 
STEPHEN WRIGHT 


by Phil Laird 


This paperback collection of twenty-four 
short stories with homosexual themes would not 
be worthy of a review except that commercial 
books devoted to gay literature don't come 
along every day. The book has sold well, so 
it is safe to assume that Different will have 
an influence upon its readers, especially 
heterosexual and closet-homosexual. 

A convenient categorization of the stories 
is by author. Class I is made up of generally 
well-known authors of another era, such as 
dellaupassant , D. H. Lawrence, and Henry James. 

Not surprisingly, the attitude conveyed by the 
seven stories in this group is that homosexu- 
ality is an intriguing, though tragic, perversion. 
The protagonists suffer disgrace, banishment, 
and death. Unfortunately the editor has ascribed 
two stories to Oscar Wilde, one of which ("The 
Priest and the Acolyte") is definitely not 
Wilde's, while the authorship of the other 
("Teleny") is very much in dispute. 

I place in Class II those stories written 
by well-known contemporary authors, writers who 
have gained recognition as novelists, playwrights, 
and essayists. Four selections from four authors 
are represented: Gore Vidal, Christopher Isherwood, 
Stanley Kauffmann, and Paul Goodman. We recog- 
nize three of these as well-known spokesmen for 
homosexual dignity in the pre-liberation years; 
hence we are not surprised to find that, while 
the homosexuals in these stories have problems 


and conflicts, they do not die, are not fired or 
run out of town as a result. Instead, we find 
them living, loving, and working successfully 
within society. 

The remaining thirteen stories by ten 
authors make up the third, and by far the largest, 
class. The authors are generally magazine- 
story writers of the fifties and sixties whose 
names will be unfamiliar to most readers. These 
selections, however, resist further classifi- 
cation. Some are satirical, some bitter; a few 
are positive toward homosexuality, most are 
neutral, some a^e incredibly negative. But 
noteworthy is that absolutely none expresses the 
sense of pride, defiance, and indignation that 
has taken hold among gays in the seventies. 

Also curious is the editor's choice of four 
stories by one very mediocre writer, Phil Andros; 
all four concern the experiences of an intel- 
lectual male hustler, and all four resort to an 
easy literary technique: the simple turn. The 
Andros stories serve, however, to point out one 
of the major flaws in the anthology: imbalance. 
Imbalance in the relative numbers of stories 

of each type, imbalance in the topics and points 
of view. 

Lookira back over the volume in light of 
this tripartite classification, I read the 
stories in the first group for historical inter- 
est, those in class II with delight in the point 
of view and quality of writing, the majority of 
those in the third category with regret: regret 
that someone will base their impressions of gay 
life on the picture generated by these stories. 

★ 

Okay. So we agree that this anthology is 
a big disappointment, that if these stories 
really do represent the best in gay short 
fiction, then the commentary is indeed sad on 
the abilities of gay writers to express what is 
such a big part of them, on the sensitivities 
of straight writers to a potentially profound 
subject. We are presented with a menagerie of 
characters wallowing in fear, sordid experiences, 
even death as a result of their homosexuality. 

If I had been a closet homosexual reading these 
stories for a view of what gay life is really 
like, I’m sure I'd have turned the key several 
more times before finishing. 

So far the reactions I've heard to the 
collection fall into two categories: outrage 
("Still another attempt by straights to paint 
stereotypical pictures of decadent homosexuals l ") ; 
and resignation ("Oh well, that’s just the way 
authors have always written about gay life, and 
there's not much anyone can do about it."). 

I have a third reaction however: curiosity. For 
example, I am curious about the fact that all 
the stories espouse a pre-liberation view of 

homosexuality. Different was published in 
August of 1974, fully five years after the 
message of gay liberation hit the front pages; 
yet only one story, out of a total of 24, was 
written since 1969--and it is one of the most 
depressing: a menial office clerk goes out 
Friday night to cruise the bars and baths, only 
to be frustrated as always in his efforts to 
establish some personal contact with another 
gay man. 

And I'm curious about the motives of the 
person responsible for the collection. In his 
introduction, editor Stephen Wright asks, "Are 
homosexual writers more sensitive than other 
writers, as is sometimes claimed?" He goes on 
to say that he once read an essay that "implied 
that the homosexual writer of today is superior 


25 



to his heterosexual counterpart," adding in the 
next sentence that he disagrees. So I'm curious 
about whether he is in fact out to prove the 
assertion dead wrong. Wright also declares that 
"only some of the writers in this collection are 
known homosexuals, others are suspect or bi- 
sexuals isic] , but not a few are, as far as can 
be ascertained, heterosexuals." The mind of a 
fagspotter is clearly at work here. In fact, 
before reading much further we learn that "for 
instance, I [Wright} do not know whether Sherwood 
Anderson had any special interest in men... but I 
would not say that I do not care." I am curious 
to know what proportion of Mr. Wright's efforts 
went into "ascertaining," and what proportion 
into locating good stories. I would think that 
any responsible anthologist should get over her/ 
his fagspotting hangup before sitting down to 
evaluate literature. 

And I am curious about the prejudices Mr. 
Wright may have had in the course of putting 
this assortment together. In one sentence of 
the editor's introduction, we are informed: 

"Some authorities claim that the number tof 
homosexuals} in the general population was 
about the same [in 19192 as now ' but 1 do not 
think this is true; for two world wars and im- 
portant social and other changes have created 
a climate and a sexual permissiveness that 
would produce many more homosexual men and 
women." Evidently he thinks he knows which 
sort of "climate" produces homosexuals, despite 
the fact that few professional sociologists or 
psychologists, even after years of research, 
would make such a claim. My curiosity extends 
to what other interesting "facts" about homo- 
sexuals the editor carried along in his head. 

So besides the common reactions of outrage 
and resignation, it is fair to react with curi- 
osity as to whether there has been editorial 
negligence, if not prejudice, on the part, of 
the anthologist. 

Mr. Wright concludes his introduction with 
the claim: "Reading virtually every known story 
of substance published on homophile themes since 
1900 — and some even prior to that date — I have 
chosen those that I considered the best written 
or the most entertaining. " The stories chosen 
are well written, at least from a purely techni- 
cal standpoint: the writers all put coherent 
sentences and paragraphs onto paper. But the 
majority of the stories fail on conte nt , not 
technique. And this failure is not because the 
stories are philosophically wrong, but because 
they treat a profound theme in a trivial way. 

The profound theme is homosexual orientation in 
a homophobic environment, with homosexuality 
considered a tragic flaw; and despite the 
rather unenlightened viewpoint, this theme 
offers great potential for significant treat- 
ment, as a number of great plays have shown. 

It is doubtful, however, that a short story 
based on this theme can develop it sufficiently. 
Different presents us with a platter of attempts, 
and in all but a few cases, the homosexual 
element bulges self-consciosly like an infected 
pimple on the nose of the plot. A noteworthy 
exception, however, is "On Ruegen Island" by 
I sherwood, in which the homosexuality of the 
principal character is unspoken but assumed, 
while the story concentrates on his relation- 
ship with an attention-seeking teenage boy. 

Of course, homosexuality as a tragic flaw 
is not the only possible basis for a story, as 
the present issue of the Gay Alternative proves. 
Perhaps the fallacy of the Different collection 
was the notion that homosexual Thor t stories 
have to be about homosexuality. 
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POETRY 


Michael Shernoff, an organizer of the 
Gay Caucus of the United Federation 
of Teachers has published in MOUTH 
OF THE DRAGON, GAY SUNSHINE and FAG 
RAG. He plans to organize a work- 
shop for new gay male poets in New 
York. 

There are places of quiet 

and times of peace 

the boundaries of which 

are bodies gently together 
Memories shared when a tongue 
walks behind an ear 
or under a knee 

Secrets perhaps hidden to ours 
pass in touches 


--Michael Shernoff 


We stroll out of the house 
dressed only in sweat 

and drift down the boardwalk 
towards the beach 
Floating , 

with feet in the foam 
of tomorrow's surf 
and heads grazing the stars 
holding hands 
that only shortly before 
were all over and inside 
each other 
but now 
swing slowly 
occasionally brushing 
a thigh 


— Michael Shernoff 


Chuck Ortleb, a founding editor of the 
ill-fated OUT, has published in sever- 
al small literary magazines. He is 
currently trying to start a new gay 
magazine in New York. 

Collegiate 


That semester we coined a term for 

the fucking between chemistry exams: 
"semi-love" . 

We semi-loved in dormitories 
in the dawn before careers . 

It ceases at graduation. 

They stop coming to your room. 

They move to other cities. 

They take out long leases on apartments 
They go to bars. 

They find the real thing. 


Harry Langhorne, Vice-President of 
GAA, Philadelphia, has been published 
by the ATLANTIC MONTHLY. He is cur- 
rently devoting most of his energies 
to Intro 12?5, this city's Gay Rights 
Bill . 

The Amber Couple 


They exuded resinous gum. 

And their love was like a fly 

Entrapped in the glittering mire of pine sap 

Whose future state was the amber of their hearts, 
And the fly died within it. 

And they breathed on it, 


And hardened it, 

And kept it on the 
And dusted it. 

And were much pleased. 

And this their heart of amber 


They would tumble like a paperweight 
To watch the dead fly toss 

in the illusion of flight. 


table with Herzog, 


““Harry Langhorne 


Hank Baron is a Philadelphia poet and 
musician , 


crab itch in my groin 

and though I kill them in dread of crawl 
I wear them as a badge 


there is a bridge of heat which 
spanning chasms of time and space 


extends i 


rising and noining all cities, innumerable rooms 


meetings long awaited or unexpected 


thigh flesh, flushed and 
again the curved warmth 


ssmg, 


in and 


compacted to a luminous string of intimacies 
crabs in transit 


--Chuck Lawrence Ortleb 


— Hank Baron 
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STRAW MEN : 

A Review of 

The Liberated Man: Beyond Masculinity 
By Warren Farrel 

THE MALE MACHINE 
By Marc Feigen Fasteau 

Men and Masculinity 

By Joe Pleck and Jack Sawyer "by Jeffrey Escoffier 


Jeffrey Escoffier, a Philadelphia 
economist, has published in the HOMO- 
SEXUAL COUNSELING JOURNAL and in his 
own publication, GAY PEOPLE IN THE 
LABOR FORCE. A panelist at the Gay 
Academic Union's forum on gay male 
identity, he is currently helping 
organize a conference on men and 
masculinity at the University of 
Pennsylvania , 


We need good books on men's liberation 
very badly. Except for Unbecoming Men there 
have been no books which carry through any ex- 
tensive examination of the need for male liber- 
ation, of how the social construction of males 
is accomplished, and of the hidden costs of mas- 
culinity. The men's movement has been a grow- 
ing and silent underground movement in recent 
years. But while articles have been appearing 
in newspapers and magazines almost constantly, 
no political organizations have emerged and no 
spokesmen have appeared except for Warren Farrell 
and Marc Fasteau. Unfortunately their books 
are so bad that they could conceivably even set 
back the nascent men's movement. 

The men's movement is in a situation dif- 
ficult enough as it is without the confusion 
and lack of imagination that Farrell and Fasteau 
have brought to it. Men after all are not the 
enemy even if they do act like it. They are 
certainly the benefTciar ies of the sexist struct- 
ures of our society, but they, as human beings, 
are also victims of tremendous, often unperceived 
demands to fulfill the male stereotype and to 
compete with each other in a capitalist market. 

It is therefore a necessary step in the men's 
movement to move from the critical perspectives 
opened up by the feminist and gay movements to 
a more male-oriented form of self-criticism. 
Exactly how does the male role impose psycho- 
logical costs and social oppressions on men 
themselves ? Gay men have already begun to dis- 
cover some of these issues. In fact, I believe 
that the gay male movement is a precursor, per- 
haps even an avant garde to a fully developed 
men's movement. Gay men already have discovered 
sortie of the essential elements of masculine 


self-oppression. First of all, the homosexuality 
of gay men often seems to free them from the 
need to fulfill the masculine role. Since they 
are excluded from the masculine class because 
of their sexuality, gay men often find it easier 
to give up other masculine expectations as well. 
They often don't feel that athletic achievement 
or economic success are as necessary to their 
identities, as many straight men do. 

But the second discovery by gay men is that 
ironically they are still men. Unless they en- 
ter into drag or extreme camping, most gay men, 
although free from many masculine expectations, 
still find themselves locked into others. In 
many professions, the gay overachiever is a com- 
mon phenomenon; the male manner of conversation 
and the need to dominate are still prevalent as 
well as the striving for extreme objectification 
in sex. 

Thirdly, gay men have discovered that since 
sexual relations do not threaten them (as males) 
emotional expressiveness and powerful friend- 
ships can exist between men. One powerful im- 
plication of gayness is a sense of male commun- 
ity, of a network of friendliness, which is 
otherwise impossible because of masculinist de- 
fensiveness and competitiveness. 

Gay male life is certainly not not perfect, 
but we have discovered that many of its most op- 
pressive features derive from our maleness. 

That is why men's liberation is an inherent goal 
of gay male liberation. The straight male move- 
ment has emerged primarily as a response to the 
women's movement and to the confrontation which 
feminism produced in many hetereosexual relation- 
ships, But it has now begun to organize around 
more legitimate issues like the oppression that: 
men suffer as men, as people who attempt to re- 
alize themselves in the masculine role. 

Farrell and Fasteau have obviously intended 
to extend this process of self-analysis and 
criticism. Unfortunately their attempt falls 
criminally short of our needs. Moreover these 
books are almost impossible to read; they are 
so badly written, so incoherent, so unalive that 
they have seriously weakened my hope for the 
movement’s coming of age. These books have none 
of the excitement or the illumination of books 
like Millet's Sexual Politics and Firestone's 
The Dialectic of Sex or the intellectual seri- 
ousness of MitcTielT' s Woman '£ Estate . They 
have none of the sharpness, personality, crazi- 
ness or fun o'f Jill Johnston's Lesbian Nation. 


Warren Farrell 

Marc Fasteau's book although more superfi- 
cial than Farrell's is at least more coherent. 

He organizes his book around the problems that 
men have in relating to each other and to women. 
He then proceeds to examine the male socializa- 
tion process and the oppressions of the adult 
male role in the family, sports, work and the 
national political arena (like the war in Viet- 
nam and the corruption of Watergate.) 

Farrell's book is a confusing melange of 
analysis, anecdote, lists and how-to-do-it in- 
structions. He explains the obvious and makes 
incredible blunders in his political and econom- 
ic analyses. But at least in Farrell's book 
there are moments of life, such as when he ana- 
lyzes the Super-Bowl or when he talks about male 
behaviour--the self-listening (i.e., planning 
what you say, when someone else is talking.) I 
came away from his book, I'm not sure how 
though, with a much more acute sense of the op- 
pressive patterns of male conversation. 

However , in both books there are really in- 
credible omissions in their analyses. One is 
marriage — no defense, no critique, no nothing — 
just sharing housework and child care. But mar- 
riage is the central institution in the stereo- 
typing of both female and male roles. Marriage 
institionalizes roles, expectations, and res- 
ponsibilities which limit individual develop- 
ment, and even perhaps in most cases makes 
their fulfillment impossible . Where people 
attempt to depart from these roles and expec- 
tations, they experience guilt and insecurity 
generated by social pressures. 

Marriage reduces tremendously the chances 
both men and women have to develop many aspects 
of their personalities. Individuals in couples 
tend to develop only those aspects of themselves, 
and the interests which they both share or care 


Marc Feigen Fasteau 

about. The feminist critique of marriage has 
emphasized how women suffer more than men in the 
reduction of personalities, but men also suffer. 
Moreover, in as much as marriage creates an 
over-dependence on one other person, it becomes 
difficult for either partner to adjust to changes. 
Couples usually create private worlds restrict- 
ed to themselves, and organize their entire 
time around their relationship. This serves 
further to isolate the couple from people out- 
side. It is no wonder generation gaps exist in 
a society where the personal and private spheres 
of our lives are dominated by closed marriages. 

Because neither Fasteau nor Farrell have 
taken a close look at marriage, they also failed 
to see the friendship circle as an important 
alternative to the family. One of the most im- 
portant discoveries of gay culture is the value 
of friendship circles. Gay life is not dominated 
in the way straight life is by institutionalized 
coupling. The vitality and flexibility of gay 
life derives from this. Friendship becomes the 
framework of emotional stability in gay culture. 
Unfortunately even in gay life friendship does 
not receive the consideration it requires, nor 
are their institutional supports for friendship 
as there are for marriage (I am not suggesting 
formal agreements!) Could it be“tKis openness 
of gay life that allows gay men to adjust to 
age more easily and without the severe "meno- 
pausal” crisis of straight men? Anyway, friend- 
ships between individuals rarely exist among 
married folk, because it threatens the marriage 
emotionally, sexually, socially, and intellect- 
ually. But in our modern industrial society 
friendship networks clearly seem to be more 
flexible, diversified, and humane than mar- 
riages . 

* 





I also found myself resenting the fact that 
Fasteau and Farrell could give up some of their 
"masculine" career expectations because they 
could count on their wives supporting them. As 
a single man who sees marriage (gay or straight) 
as an institution which compromises our very 
individuality, I do not have the same freedom 
to forget my career, or at least my economic 
future. In fact men's liberation is easier for 
Farrell and Fasteau because their wives seem 
willing to pay for it. 

It will come as no surprise that if Fasteau 
and Farrell fail to be critical of marriage, and 
fail to see the value of friendship as major re- 
lationships in men's (and women's) lives, then 
they also fail to examine in any extended or 
conscientious manner the subject of homosexuality. 

Homosexuality is an important issue for 
precisely the reasons I outlined above. Sexuality 
is a central element of adult male identity. Homo- 
sexuality challenges the adequacy of the hetero- 
sexual masculine ideal. Homosexuality means that 
men must interact with one another as potential- 
ly loving, expressive people. Accepting homo- 
sexuality frees even men who are not gay to be 
warm and physically affectionate friends. The 
social stigma on homosexuality and the potential 
challenge that homosexuality implies to the 

MASCULINE IDEAL make homophobia one of the great 
forces keeping men locked up inside aggressive, 
controlling, non-expressive roles. At least in 
Pleck and Sawyer's book of readings there is an 
essay which elaborates just this point. Because 
Farrell and Fasteau do not really seek to under- 
stand homosexuality, or explore the gay move- 
ment, they miss dealing with one of the major 
obstacles to men's liberation: homophobia. 

One of the important dimensions of the male 
role which Farrell especially overlooks is how 
it is shaped by the economic system. The masc- 
uline stereotype is not an autonomous structure 
which oppresses men as individuals and women as 
as a class. The male role incorporates impor- 
tant needs for achievement (in school and car- 
eers) and, for domination (to establish himself 
as better than other men, and all women.) The 
paycheck in many families measures the man's 
status within his family as well as in his oc- 
cupation. Pleck and Sawyer have several excel- 
lent articles on this aspect. Thus the mascu- 
line role receives its major support from the 
economic system, which socializes its partici- 
pants through competition in school and in the 
job market. In markets dominated by huge profit- 
making firms. The male needs to be seen as an 
economic necessity for the existence and contin- 
ued survival of our capitalist system. Farrell, 
in his analysis, sees only the gains to the eco- 
nomic system of having women participate, with- 
out seeing the human costs of a new alienation 
for women and continued impoverishment of the 
male role for men. It should be said that Fas- 
teau despite the country-club tone of his book, 
is more aware of the economic issues that Farrell. 
But Fasteau himself pointed up the dilemma when 
he showed the futility of individual conscious- 
ness raising and growth coming out of encounter 
groups when that man must continue to work ev- 
eryday within the powerful structures of our 
economic system. 

I've been unfair to the Pleck and Sawyer 
book by not dealing with it more thoroughly. 

Though it is not as brilliant as Gornick 1 s Woman 
in a Sexisc Society , it definitely fulfills "the 
neeiT For a collection of stimulating readings 

of on the male role. And at least it is fun to 

read. 


HOWARD BROWN 
1924 - 1975 

by Matthew Grande 


"For several days I knew that I could die at any 
time. This emphasized to me that my opportuni- 
ties for helping gay liberation were not limit- 
less and that I had better act as soon as pos- 
sible to do something. I wanted to leave some 
legacy to the world." 

- Howard Brown, 1974 


On February 1, 1975 Howard Brown died of 
a heart attack in his bed. There is a good 
chance that Howard will be remembered falsely 
and diversely by those of us who knew him 
through gay liberation according to our re- 
spective political orientation. Many gays 
thought of him as a man of regrettable "low 
consciousness" for his deliberately unradical * 
stance and self -presentation . I'm sure that 
there are many of us who will continue to see 
him as just another "big name" who was useful 
for impressing straights, and certainly there 
are many who regret the passing of an efficient, 
level-headed administrator and lecturer who fin- 
ally brought to gay liberation the "Middle Amer- 
ican" sensibility and seriousness they thought 
lacking. It seems that in these matter s ^every- 
one is a little bit right, but with Howard 
Brown, everyone is greviously wrong. 

Reading an obituary for Howard in one of the 
straight presses gave me a deeper view of him. 
The article while in no way slighting the impor- 
tance of gay liberation in the man's life, gave 
a fulsome report on his life before he came out 
on the front page of the New York Times. It be- 
came clear to me that the health profession will 
remember him as one who tried to humanize a 
bureaucracy that kept forgetting the people it 
was formed to serve. This reportage on Howard's 
professional life supplied a clue on what was 
missing from too many of the views his fellow 
gays had of him. 

We all find it difficult to hand out praise 
or to credit others for their achievements; it 
always seems easier and more "realistic" to be 
suspicious of motives. But the Times obituary 
so clearly portrayed a man who took the calls of 
his medical profession to serve others as per- 
sonal duties. Immediately after his death a 
friend of his told me how often Howard said 
that all he wanted to do was make a contribution 
— to help younger gays escape the horrors he 
and his generation faced in coming out. I think 
that I now have the understanding of this "Mid- 
dle American" man of "low consciousness" missing 
from previously-heard views. Simply stated, 
Howard Brown was a generous and loving man. All 
of the people whom he tried to help, whether we 
be gay people or New Yorkers needing attentive 
health care, must feel the loss. 
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LETTERS 


Dear Editor of the GAY ALTERNATIVE, 

This is something I never do, . .write to an 
editor, I'm writing this because I think it is 
important for gay people to hear Michael Cohen’s 
record: WHAT DID YOU EXPECT,..? 

There are only two non-exploitive gay re- 
cords put out by large, national/international 
companies: Cohen & Steve Grossman (Mercury Re- 
cords). Cohen's Folkways Record was the first 
in the history of the recording industry on a 
national label. Mercury has released Grossman 
from his contract, never advertised his record 
and it is now, I believe, out-of-print. Our 
records remain in print indefinitely and Folkways 
was started in 1947. 

Now, I personally believe Michael Cohen's 
record is not only a great, sensitive gay re- 
cord, but one of the best records of 1974. In 
fact, we made it our Grammy nominee for this 
year's awards (no chance, of course). I took 
the cover photo, because Michael is a beautiful 
person. We have sent out hundreds of free cop- 
ies, which is not our normal policy, being a 
small major record company, and we have taken 
out little and big ads for it in gay publica- 
tions . 

Michael's record is the only major gay re- 
cord now in print, and many other reviewers, gay 
and straight, highly praised the record. The 
Museum of Modern Art led off its Summergarden 
Series this year with Michael, including massive 
publicity. Dan Sherbo wrote an honest, detailed 
review. I only wish you might consider the pos- 
sibility that he somehow missed the lyricism, 
musicality and sensitivity in the record, and 
the important emotional (if imperfect) things 
it has to communicate with gay people. Partic- 
ularly with gay kids who need all the moral sup- 
port they can get. 

Thanks , 

Ron Norman 

Dear Folks, 

I really related to the separatism discus- 
sion in Number 8. I hope this .is just the be- 
ginning of an exploration of the topic. It is 
so complex. I must say I am more concerned a- 
bout separatism within the Gay Community first, 
and then when that is somewhat worked out we can 
expand our goals--that is speaking collectively. 

I feel the split between the men and the 
women in the Movement is an enormous problem. 

At the Gay Academic Union Conference over Thanks- 
giving at NYU the women went their separate 
way (as did the men) ; magazines are either for 
men or women, etc. Maybe we're not ready to 
come together yet. But we seem to be putting 
a lot of energy into anger, hostility and hate. 
Anyway, that's how I feel collectively. And I 
hope you will continue to explore this. Maybe 
you could be a forum for getting the "ideas" of 
the men and women out into the open. 

I find the Gay Community essential yet I 
hate being defined by my sexual preference a - 
lone (as I said before) . It is because of the 
Movement and the Community that I was able to 
come out. The Community can and is very sup- 
portive to the person adjusting to his/her 


sexuality (and aren't we all in one way or an- 
other). Living Contageously Courageous. If I 
can do it (or you can do it) then it opens up 
the possiblity for others. And if someone else 
can do it then it opens up the possibility for 
me. BUT. I also want to relate to the world as 
a person who happens to have a certain sexual 
preference. A person who has lots of differ- 
ent likes and dislikes and feelings and needs 
and who does a lot of different things. And I 
want to do these things and express these needs 
with lots of different people. 

Sincerely , 

Owen Wilson 

To the GAY ALTERNATIVE: 

I've not written to a gay men's publication 
before, but I believe that it's time to be honest 
about a few issues. In GAY ALTERNATIVE # 8 you 
posed the question as to whether gay people could 
work with straight people. Karla Jay replied cor- 
rectly that a more obvious question is whether 
gay men and women can work together. I think 
that she makes a good point. Frankly I am doubt- 
ful that gay women and men can participate in the 
same groups today. 

This is not to say, however, that the rea- 
son is obvious sexist oppression on the part of 
men. What I want to address is the more subtle 
form or oppression which is far more common. 

This is the false "liberalism" practiced by some 
gay men who patronize gay women. No rhetoric 
can gloss over the fact that many gay men and gay 
women feel uncomfortable with one another. But 
rhetoric has indeed obscured the way in which well- 
intentioned men consistently oppress gay women, 
all in the name of feminism. 

For example, I resent special attempts to 
cater to gay women. Gay men cave in so easily 
when given ultimatums by the women. If only they 
would treat us like equals and fight back! Some 
gay men say that we sould be given extra consid- 
eration recause we are oppressed. Some gay men 
listen to the nearest available gay woman expect- 
ing to get the official lesbian viewpoint. They 
conclude that we are monolithic and predictable, 
not that we are all thinking individuals, often 
with very different viewpoints. Just like men. 

The time has come for gay men to see us as 
people, just like themselves. People who want 

respect, not retreat. Instead, too often, gay 

men treat us as some strange minority with weird 
and devious ways. In short, many of the new "fem- 
inists' are really as sexist as the unliberated 
gay man who puts on a dress. 

Let's get this debate out into the open. 

Then, perhaps, gay brothers and sisters will be 
able to work together as equals. 

Sincerely , 



In issue 6 you publish- a series of arti- 
cles pushing bisexuality. Now in issue 8 you 
subject us to a so-called "forum" on gay sepa- 
ratism. A forum implies that all sides are pre- 
sented? personally I only saw the anti-gay sep- 
aratism viewpoint. Why do I make a parallel be- 
tween the two issues? Because there is little 
difference between the concept of bisexuality 

and the "human sexual" argument against qav 
separatism. * * 

I am totally fed up with your wishy-washy 
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LETTERS continued 

liberalist-humanist viewpoint which can only 
be a destructive element to the gay liberation 
movement. Like all true "liberals" you dare 
not make a statement on feminist separatism for 
fear of being called sexist, but you put down 
gay separatism. In fact both feminist and gay 
separatism are necessary prerequisites to build- 
ing a sense of community. And we are doing more 
for young gays by providing them with alterna- 
tive communities where they can come to grips 
with their sexuality than by infiltrating 
straight ranks on a random basis. It is our 
people we must help first. 

To say that we're more than our sexual pre- 
ference (a concept which permeates the issue) 
is a meaningless statement, which reflects a ba- 
sically self-oppressive attitude. Let's face 
it, there is more diversity in the gay communi- 
ty than in any given straight grouping which 
divides solely along class and interest lines. 
Moreover what unites us is not our sexual orien- 
tation but our common oppression. Thus to ask 
us to forget our gayness by becoming bisexuals 
or "human sexuals" is to adopt an Uncle Tom at- 
titude. In our present day society we are div- 
ided into camps of gays and straights, whatever 
Kinsey might have said, since to be gay is to be 
more than homosexual, it is to accept one’s homo 
sexuality. And as long as gays are in the po- 
sition of an oppressed minority it is not gays 
who cause separatism, but a homophobic straight 
society which wants nothing of us. 

This tendency of your publication to rest ' 
on an intellectual liberal-humanist level is, it 
seems to me, quite indicative of the American 
ovement in general . It refuses to deal with 
the real needs of gay people and fails to help 
develop a realistic sense of direction for gay 
liberation. The Canadian movement unlike what 
most gay yankee imperialists suppose has de- 
veloped in a much different, clearer direction. 

In gay separatism, 

Ron Dayman 


Dear Friends, 

Yesterday in the mail came copies of THE 
ADVOCATE, CONTACT, The GPU NEWS and RHINOCEROS. 
Yesterday I sat down and read RFD #2 for the 
first time in its entirety. There was some- 
thing bothering me about the contrast between 
them. It had to do with the nature and audi- 
ence of the publications and with the adverti- 
sing. And with esthetics. Scrounging around 
I dug up the GAY ALTERNATIVE #8. Aha. Here it 
is. Of all the publications we receive, the 
GAY ALTERNATIVE is, well, just the nicest one. 

I can relate to the articles, the advertising 
is well done (I get so tired of capitalist ex- 
ploitation of the male body) , and the layout/ 
format is pleasing to me. But more than all 
this, the presentation is pretty laid back, soft 
not glaring, and the whole underlying subtle 
sense of humor and play is one that is missing 
in almost all the other gay publications. In 
short, I really like what you all are doing. 

Love and sunshine, 

Stewart Scofield, RFD 




Resources 


Groups / PHILADELPHIA AREA 

GAY ACADEMIC UNION — KI 6 07 6 2 , KI 6 68 2 5 
GAY ACTIVISTS ALLIANCE (GAA) — KI52646 
GAY ALCOHOLICS ANONYMOUS— 7353781 
GAY BRIDGE GROUP — EV61610, ext. 7 
GAY NURSES ALLIANCE — Box 5687 , Phila . 19124 
GAY RAIDERS --Box 157 8 6 , Phila . 19 1 03 
GAY STUDENTS AT TEMPLE — 7877902 
GAYS AT PENN — EV61610 , ext . 7 (2-5 ,M-F) 

GAYS IN GERMANTOWN — 9785700 
GAYS IN THE NORTHEAST — 9785700 
RADI CALQUEENS — 7877902 { Tommi ) 

S/M SOCIETY OF PHILA. — 9785700 
SWARTHMORE COLLEGE GAY LIB. — KI4 7 9 00 , ext . 3 64 
TRANSSEXUAL ACTION ORGANIZATION — 5614577 
WOMEN'S COMMITTEE OF GAA — L071274 (Jo) 

Services 

EROMIN CENTER (counseling) --7323212 

GAY COFFEEHOUSE — Thur . , Fr i . , Sail . ; 6 0 No . 3 St. 

GAY COMMUNITY CENTER COMMITTEE — EV64376 

GAY LECTURE SERIES — EV6 16 1 0 , ext . 7 

GAY SWITCHBOARD — 9785700 

GIOVANNI ' S ROOM (bookstore) --WA3-6097 

LESBIAN COFFEEHOUSE — Wed . , Sat ; 6 0 No . 3 St. 

LESBIAN HOTLINE — SA92001 * 

Media 

AMAZON COUNTRY, lesbian radio program , 88 . 9FM 

1PM, alt. Sundays ( Jese--WA36 27 9 ) 

AMERICAN LIBRARY ASSO. TASK FORCE ON GAY LIB. 

Box2383, Phila. 19103 

SUNSHINE GAYDREAM, radio program, 8 8 . 9FM , 1PM 
alt. Sundays ( John—38 6838 8 ) 

THE GAY ALTERNATIVE — 2227989 
THE PHILA. GAYZETTE-- 97 8 57 00 
THE RADICAL QUEEN — 7877902 (Tommi) 

WICCE — Boxl58 33 , Phila. 19103 

Religious Groups 

DIGNITY (Catholic&Anglican) --Sun. 7PM2325Spruce 
HOSANNA CHRISTIAN CHURCH — Sun . 7PM3 6 OlLocust 
METROPOLITAN COMM. CHURCH (MCC) — Sun. 8PM 

2125 Chestnut 

New Jerse^ 

GAY ALCOHOLIC^ ANON. -- (201 ) 27 9936 0 
N.J.GAY SWITCHBOARD-- (609) 9212565 

GAY SOUTH JERSEY — (609)5414735 
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Continued from page 17 


JIM: Hey, Doc,.,. oh. Doc . . . Doc 1 I know I'm not 

supposed to talk. But 

(Holds up the electrode) 
this thing makes me nervous. 

OATES: Concentrate on the slide, Mr. Cole. 

JIM: I can't. I'm afraid of another shock. 

OATES (Still studying graph) : I say. Responses 

identical to female stimuli. 

JIM: That’s not my sex responding, it's my anx- 
iety; 

(Suddenly bemused) 

Or are they one and the same? 

(To OATES) 

Can you tell the difference between anxiety 
arousal and sexual arousal? 

(Smiles) 

I got a pretty good vocabulary, too. 

(OATES twitches slightly) 

OATES: Turn up the lights, Miss Fisher. 

(To JIM) 

Mr. Cole, your psycho-physiological respons- 
es raise some doubt as to your clinical 
soundness . 

JIM: You mean, 'cause they're all the same, 
right? 

OATES: Your reactions are not sexually specific. 

JIM: I told you: I turn on real easy. Highly 

susceptible. As you can see from my pain 
threshold. 

OATES: I think we'd better switch to the Semantic 

Differential Technique, given your inclina- 
tions . 

JIM: You mean 'cause I got so many. 

OATES: I mean , your verbal orientation. Please 

take this card, Mr. Cole. 

(Hands him a small chart) 

On the left-hand side you'll find three 
adjectives, with ascending sexual implica- 
tions, for describing males: Interesting, 
Attractive , Handsome . On the right-hand 
side you ' 11 find three adjectives, with 
ascending sexual implications, for describ- 
ing females: Pleasurable , Exciting , Hot. 

As Miss Fisher flashes a slide on the 
screen, use the adjective which best expres- 
ses your immediate reaction. Are you clear? 

JIM: I have to stick to these six adjectives? 

OATES: That is correct. Three for males, three 

for females. 

JIM: How about a few adverbial modifiers — like 

"very" or "quite"? 

OATES twitches again) 

OATES: This is a standardized test, Mr. Cole. 

f everyone used his own words, there' d be 

no basis for comparison, no possiblility of 
science. 

JIM: Dig , baby! That's my point. 


OATES: There's a long list of volunteers waiting, 
Mr . Cole--people who have no problem follow- 
ing instructions. 

JIM: When a woman turns you on, do you really 
say it's "pleasurable" — I mean, assuming 
you don't find her "exciting" or "hot"? 

OATES: This test is not designed to evaluate 
my responses. 

JIM: Which test do you use? 

OATES (Stuttering) : I am a te-testor , not a te- 
testee . 

JIM (Sincere) : You really have a fantastic vocab- 
ulary. 

OATES: Shall we proceed?! 

JIM: Yeah! I hope I do well. I'd like to become 
a tester some day. 

OATES: The first s-slide, Miss Fisher. 

(Slide of a nude, reclining female 
comes on) 

JIM: Oh, wow — those feet! 

OATES: The adjectives , Mr. Cole. 

(JIM fumbles, consults the chart) 

JIM: Oh yeah,... now let’s see...uh — "interest- 
ing"! 

OATES: You're using a male adjective. 

JIM: Sorry! --I guess I misunderstood. 

(OATES twitches again) 

I thought since I ' m male, I was supposed 
to use the three male words. 

OATES: Male adjectives to describe male subjects; 

female adjectives to describe female sub- 
jects . 

JIM: I get it! I'm a male subject, so I use 
male adjectives. 

OATES: The subject of the slides, not the sub- 
ject of the test. 

JIM (Puzzled ) :Are they different? 

OATES: Mr. Cole: is that you on the screen? 

(JIM actually searches for his image 
on the screen) 

JIM (Matter-of-fact; earnest) No... no. I'm 
nowhere in the picture. 

OATES: Precisely. The person on the slide, and 
you, are separate subjects. 

JIM; Gotcha. 

(Pause) 

Except my feelings get projected onto the 
slide. So in a matter of speaking, we be- 
come one. 

OATES: You become inter-related, not inter- 
changeable . 

JIM: Hey, that's cool, man. Heavy. When you 
become involved with a person, you don't 

become that person. 
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OATES (Patronizing) : A succinct definition of a 

"mature" relationship, 

JIM (Enthused): We're really getting somewhere, 

aren't we I So the point then, is for me 

and the slides to come together in a mature 
way. 

OATES (Hesitant): That's.,. one way of putting it. 

JIM (Pleased): A new way, right? See, I'm not 

so dumb. 

OATES (Patronizing) ; The correlation between 
mental 

(Twitches again) 

and emotional maturity is slight. 

JIM: Oh yeah — we had that in Philosophy. 1. The 

"mind-body problem. " 

OATES: I beg your pardon? 

JIM: The duality bit. Descartes, Or Mani. 

Splitting experience into either/or categor- 
ies. 

(Smiles ) 

We're all done with that. 

(Slyly) 

Finished with it in Freshman year. Now 
we're into Philosophy 2: the inter-connec- 
tion of practically everything. Man at one 
with himself and nature. Organic gardening 
and student rights in the high schools. 

Karma and Bill Graham. Graham crackers and 
Kropotkin. Abbey Road and Abby Hoffman. 
Hoffman root beer and — 

MISS FISHER: (Interrupting) — Doctor Oates, my 

arm is getting tired. 

JIM (Concerned) : Sorry I Are you arthritic or 

something? 

MISS FISHER: Arthritis comes on rather late in 

life. 

JIM: Dig. My grandfather had arthritis. In his 

hernia. That's how come it got strangulated. 

MISS FISHER: Sounds like an interesting case. 

JIM: Oh, he was a very interesting case. A bu- 
tcher by trade. Looked like Buddha. 

(Laughs) • 

There you go, see. Butchers and buddhas. 
There's no telling these days. 

(OATES twitches) 

OATES: Are you r-ready for the next slide, Mr. 
Cole? 

JIM: Oh, my, yes. 

OATES: And this time we're going to stick to the 
adjectives, aren't we? 

JIM: It's a pretty impovershed list. 

OATES: It’s adequate for the experiment. 

JIM: What's the experiment adequate for? 

OATES (Sighs; attempted irony) : You seem somewhat 

lacking in conceptual ability. 

( "Patiently" ) 

However... we are applying the new techniques 
of behavioral science, Mr. Cole, to diag- 


nose sexual preference. 

(JIM hits his head, as if remembering) 

JIM: Ah--Right! — gotcha I Ha! 

OATES: One question before we proceed... 

JIM(A11 excited): Shoot! 

MISS FISHER giggles. OATES, astoni- 
shed, silences her with a stern look) 

OATES: Your initial response to the previous 

slide was, 

(Over-articulating) 

"Oh wow — those feet!" 


JIM (Smiling) :Right! 

OATES: Did you mean to say "Oh wow--those legs!" 

JIM: No, man--feet, 

OATES (Ponderously): I see, I wanted to be sure 
your reaction was not one of inadvertene. 

JIM (Offended): Now hang on! I got feelings, 

too ! 

OATES (Smug, as if he's solved the riddle): 

CTo MISS FISHER) 

Prepare the Rachman CS series to follow the 
next slide. 

MISS FISHER: Yes, Doctor. 

(OATES gives a broad, self-satisfied 
smile) 

OATES: Off we go! 

(To JIM, expansively) 

All things considered, I'd say you were 
quite an interesting subject. 

JIM: " Interesting" or "pleasurable"? 

OATES (Phony camaraderie) : Oh no you don't! I 

know my male adjectives! 

{They laugh together like school-boys 
over a dirty joke. 

MISS FISHER shifts the slides. The 
picture of a large, magnificently 
proportioned black male, stark naked, 
comes on the screen) 

OATES: Miss Fisher! 

(She continues to stare entranced at 
the slide) 

Miss Fisher ! ! 

MISS FISHER: Oh — is something wrong, Doctor? 

OATES: That slide is not part of the Semantic 
Differential Test, 

MISS FISHER: Heavens — how did that happen?! 

JIM: Doctor, I have to void water. 

OATES: Deflate the traducer cuff, Miss Fisher. 

(She goes over to JIM and disconnects 
the electrode. They exchange a flirt- 
atious took) 

MISS FISHER: There you are. 

OATES (Pointing offstage) : First door to the 
right. 

(JIM exits then immediately returns) 

To the right! 




(JIM exits again) 

Quick, the one-way window, Miss Fisher! 

(MISS FISHER hurries to the side wall, 
draws a curtain revealing the mirror, 
and stares through it) 

Did you note the way he stared at your legs 
when you deflated the cuff? 

(MISS FISHER is absorbed at the 
mirror ) 

The Rachman Series will soon show his 
game . 

(MISS FISHER lets out a tiny shriek. 
OATES grabs his pen, ready to take 
notes) 

(Impatiently) 

Well? Well? 

(MISS FISHER sighs deeply) 

MISS FISHER (Love-struck tone) :0h, my! 

OATES: "Oh my" what ? ! 

MISS FISHER: Oh my, what a remarkable perpendic- 
ular deviation! 

OATES: Is he or is he not voiding? 

MISS FISHER: Oh yes, he's voiding! Oh my, yes! 

(Pause) 

Oops — finished ! 

(She hurriedly closes the curtain) 

OATES: The slides, Miss Fisher. 

(MISS FISHER takes out a fan) 

MISS FISHER: I don't know if I can take any 

more . 

(JIM comes back in the room) 

JIM: Hey, man, those velvet drapes in there 

are somethin 1 else! 

(He sunggles comfortably into chair and 
holds up his finger to be re-attached 
to the machine) 

OATES: No, Mr. Cole. We're going to skip dir- 
ectly to the Rachman Series. This series, 

Mr. Cole, investigates a 

(Portentous ) 

somewhat different subject . 

JIM: I hope it doesn't have anything to do with 
kids, man, because if there's one thing-- 
I mean, aside from pain — that I can't take, 
it's a bunch of those soft, hairless, lit- 
tle -- 

OATES (Interrupting): --This series is concerned 
with what we call "Movement Artifacts." 

JIM: --You mean those "crude artifacts" we — 

OATES: --No further questions please. There's 

a danger of contaminating your responses 
with informational pre-conditioning. 

Begin, Miss Fisher. 

(in rapid-fire succession, a series 
of shoes and boots — knee-length, high- 
heeled, square-toed, etc, — flash on 
the screen. 

A brief pause after the series ends. 
Beaming; smug) 

Well? 

JIM: You're really into leather, aren't you, 
man! You got anything in cordovan? 

(OATES, nonplussed, twitches violent- 
ly) 


| Cordovan was the big thing in grade school. 

We were between the white buck and sneaker 
generations. 

MISS FISHER (Like a shy teenager): You don't 
mean corfam, do you? 

JIM (Good-natured teasing): C'mon, Miss Fisher, 
you remember cordovan. 

MISS FISHER: Not really. But I think that knee- 

length black boot in the fourth slide-- 

I OATES (Interrupting) : Just a moment! Just a 

moment ! Miss Fi-Fisher, may I remind you 
that you're a n-nurse?! 

(JIM jumps up) 

JIM: You are ? ! I thought you were a slide pro- 
jectionist. 

MISS FISHER (Proudly): I have a Master's Degree 

in psycho-metrics. 

JIM: Wow! You must have some brain on you. 

How come you sit back there? 

OATES: Because that is where the sl-slides are 

I projected from. Would you kindly be seat- 

ed, Mr. Cole. 

(Pause . 

JIM sits) 

The series you have just seen co-concern 
fetishistic objects frequently sought after 
and-- 

MISS FISHER (Interrupting; giggling) — and fre- 
quently obtained. 

JIM (To OATES, accusatory): You didn't even 

look at the preliminary information on me 
that Miss Fisher so expertly took down. 

MISS FISHER: It was a very interesting form. 

JIM: Thank you. 

OATES: The preliminary information is evaluated 
at the appropriate time . 

JIM: After you've already made up your mind 
about me. 

OATES: Mr. Co-Cole, I don't ju- justify my pro- 
cedures to undergraduates . 

JIM: Miss Fisher has a Master's Degree. 

MISS FISHER: I worked with Tinker and Masturba- 
tion on Evans--I mean, with Tinker and 
Evans on masturbation! 

JIM: Outasight! What role did Chance play? 

(OATES slumps into his chair) 

MISS FISHER: We've almost proved that masturba- 
tion is the crucial element in producing 

deviant behaviour. You see, ejaculation 
is critical in reinforcing the fantasies 
that accompany masturbation. So if your 
first masturbation fantasy is about petrol, 
say-- 

JIM (Interrupting): --Petrol! 

MISS FISHER: Oh, yes! We worked for quite some 

time with a fifteen-year-old petrol addict. 

Very even-tempered youth. 








(Giggles ) 

Sturdily built, too. Not a very intellect- 
ual family, though; that was part of the 
trouble. Would you believe that after only 
twenty half-hour sessions of aversion ther- 
apy, that boy was completely cured of pe- 
trol-sniffing?! Well... a little lighter- 
fluid now and then, but essentially, 
cured. . . . 

JIM (Indignant): Did you know all this?! This * 
woman is over-qualified! 

OATES (Weakly) : We are discussing the physiolo- 
gical concomittants of sexual behavior. 

JIM: And what do you think that boy did when un- 
der the influence of petrol? 

MISS FISHER (To JIM) : Oh my, that is astute of 

you . 

(Lowering her eyes to the floor) 

I wasn't going to say. 

JIM (Over-wrought sincerity): I think you're 

terrific , Miss Fisher! 

OATES: I am well aware of Tinker and Evans. 

Their work has yet to be replicated by an 
independent- - 

JIM: --it's Delgado and the rhesus monkeys all 
over again! 

OATES (Continuing faintly) : --if they are pro- 
ven right, that would mean there is no such 
thing as innate sexual preference. All would 
hinge on the accident of that first mastur- 
bation bantasy. 

MISS FISHER: Only if accompanied by ejaculation. 

JIM (To OATES) : Do you or do you not know Del- 
gado's work with rhesus monkeys? 

OATES : Of course. 

JIM: The rhinal fissure experiment? 

MISS FISHER: Yes! 

(OATES looks uncertain) 

JIM: One monkey, electrically prodded in his 

rhinal fissure, smiled upon 400,000 consec- 
utive stimulations! 

OATES (Defensive): So? 

JIM: So?! Delqado and his monkeys have conclu- 
sively shown that man is free to construct 
his identity. Human beings are born with- 
out minds, cannot develop minds without 
sensory input, and rely for sensory input 
on all experience. And here you are, trying 
to sell me a pair of cordovan boots. You 
should be ashamed. 

(OATES looks sheepish. 

JIM gets down on one knee) 

Will you marry me, Miss Fisher? 

MISS FISHER: Oh, I'd like to, but-- 

JIM: --I know — your career, 

MISS FISHER: No, it's not that. I'm about fin- 
ished with masturbation. It's — well, I'm 
already engaged. 

(Giggles) 


To Bots, the mercury-stain boy. It hap- 
pened while I was fitting him. 

OATES: So much for free will. 

(ALLAN BOTS stumbles into the room) 

MISS FISHER: Mr . Bots! You were eavesdropping! 

ALLAN (Embarrassed) : Not really. I mean, I came 

back to get re-fitted, and as I started to 
knock I couldn't help but hear..., 

MISS FISHER: You're not due for a re-fitting 

till next week. 

ALLAN: I know but. . . 

(Sheepish) 

well, I kinda got to like it. 

MISS FISHER: Disgusting! 

JIM (To OATES) : 0, Physician! Look on Thy handi- 
work and blush! 

OATES (To MISS FISHER) : You're a disgrace to 
medical science! 

(Including JIM) 

Both of you! 

(Including ALLAN) 

All of you! 


MISS FISHER (To JIM) : Take me away from all this. 
JIM: Now? 

MISS FISHER: We can go see the rhesus monkeys 

together . 

JIM: Do you mean it? I can't be trifled with. 

MISS FISHER: I know Delgado personally. 

JIM: Oh, my God! 

(They embrace passionately. JIM sweeps 
MISS FISHER into his arms) 

(To OATES) 

I'll never be able to thank you. 

(They exit) 

OATES (Grumpily): Everybody's a scientist. Let 
me see that stain gauge, Bots. 

(ALLAN starts to unzip his pants) 

ALLAN: Gee, that's awfully nice of you. I know 

you don't usually do this sort of thing. 

OATES: Contrary to popular impression, Bots, 

scientists are not without compassion. 

When a fellow human being is in need. . . . 

ALLAN: Do you think Miss Fisher will come back? 

OATES: Progress doesn’t wait on individuals. 

ALLAN: Mmm. That sounds right to me. 

(He is now stripped to his underpants) 

OATES: Before we go any further, Bots, I have 

something to ask you. 

ALLAN: Yes, sir. 

OATES: What does the word "cordovan" mean to you? 
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